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PREFACE. 



Fob a few years past, I have thought of writing a sketch of my 
life. Bat the task seemed too laborious, as I had kept no journal ; 
so I would banish the idea from my mind. Still, at times, the 
same thought would return again. 

Then I would ponder it over like this : Hme is so short, the 
Lord may probably come before I could finish it, and then the 
time and labor would all be lost. 

Again : supposing I should have the time, and it was all pre- 
pared for publication ; how would I obtain the means to publish 
it ? And, if I did, what good would it do ? What benefit would 
it be, for any to read a sketch of my life-experiences, — my 
sorrows, temptations, and trials? The answer not being satis- 
factory, I would again dismiss the thought 

Recently, however, the thought has been recalled, by seeing 
the interest manifested to hear my Christian experience; and 
thinking this may be the will of God, I will commence the work, 
by recording a few incidents of my life, as they may be presented 
before my mind, and offer them to those who may wish to read, 
praying that if it be the will of God, he may aid me while 
writing. And that it may benefit some poor burdened heart, 
and lead them to Christ, is the earnest prayer of the author. . 

ABIGAIL MUSSEY. 
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MT BIRTHPLACE — SUNNY DAYS. 

I WAS bom in the pleasant town of New London, N. H., 
August 31, 1811, of respectable parents. My father's 
name was Zaccheus Messer, a farmer, — not quite as small 
as Zaccheus of old. I don't know that he ever climbed a 
sycamore-tree to see Jesus ; yet we do believe Jesus did 
sometimes abide at his house. In January, 1792, he was 
married to my motheiv'whQse name was Hannah Hutchins, 
— a good old Bible name. She loved the Saviour from the 
twentieth year of her age. She united with. the Baptist 
church, and has ever maintained her integrity. 

And now, as my mind is carried back to my childhood, 
the reader will pardon me if I should linger a while around 
the old family homestead, and take a survey of its locality. 
My father's farm lay on a pleasant hill, called Messer Hill, 
as there were three families of that name — my uncle, his 
son, and my father — near the centre of the town. On the 
west lay in full view a range of the Croydon mountains. 
On the east, but a few miles distant, loomed up the Kearsage, 
where once. a good man of God went up, on a 4th of July, 
and preached salvation to the crowd around him. On the 
north, a hundred miles away, could be seen Mount Wash- 
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ington, or the White Hills with their snowy summits in June, 
while the roses were blooming in the vales 't)elow. On the 
south-west might be seen Lake Sunniapee, nine miles long, 
with its silvery waters glittering in the sunbeams. Thus 
the locality was lovely and the scenery sightly and beauti- 
ful. 

Now for the dwelling. Reader, look by the side of that 
well-beaten road, and view that old two-story brown house, 
with its square roof, and three windows on its top, looking 
out upon the traveller as he passes, as if saying, "** I am higher 
than thou." We will take a survey qf the inner court and 
its inmates, a father, mother, and nine children, — six sons 
and three daughters. Three had passed away, making a 
family of twelve. And jyho was the pet of that family group ? 
Oh, it was a little flaxen-haired girl, and her name was Abi- 
gail. Well does she remember those sunny days of her 
childhood. 

As we walk through the entry, we will turn to the right 
and look into mother's pantry. Jfere we find the long 
shelves well supplied with a variety of wholesome edibles, 
and convenient articles for culinary use. Passing tlirough 
the long kitchen, at the further end of the room we find 
a cheese-room, with an abundance of nice cheeses, which 
my mother had made from seven cows. 

As we return into the kitchen, we will stop a moment to 
view the old-fashioned fireplace, — large enough for quite a 
family to sit if there was no fire on the hearth. Just look 
at the back-log ! If converted into stove-wood it would last 
two or three days. Here comes dear old father : with his 
large hod of chips and with some small wood he will soon 
make a nice winter fire. 

We will now enter the west room, used for a nursery. 
There are no carpets on the floor, no mats, and no paint ; 
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no window-blinds, but plain curtains; no costly furniture, 
and only one ornament, — that stands in the comer of the 
room, — the old-fashioned clock with its speckled case reach- 
ing from the floor almost to the ceiling. 

Let us now pass into the east room ; we will walk softly, 
'for here is a feeble one, my dear grandmother, over eighty 
years of age. 

" Dear old lady, how many years you have lived in this 
world ! You must have passed through many trials and 
sorrows." 

" Oh, yes ; my life has been a checkered one all the way 
through." 

" And where is your husband ? for he don't seem to be 
here, and you look lonely." 

" Yes, I am lonesome and aged, and I can't live long. 
My husband died and was carried to the grave a good while 
ago, and I shall soon follow him ; but I have a p'riend that 
will never forsake me : my peace is made with 'him, and I 
long for rest." 

" But the family are kind to you, — are they not ? " 

" Oh, yes ; they are all kind to me ; only little Abbie used 
sometimes to plague me, and sit on the bed when I did not 
want her to ; and when the sun was shining in at the window 
and hurt my eyes, I would close the shutters ; then, to plague 
me, Abbie would come in and open them. But she has 
asked me to forgive her, and I have; and she feels well 
about it now, and is very kind to me." 

" I am glad she is : all children ought to be kind to their 
grandparents, and, if tjiey have grieved ttem, ask their 
pardon. Well, good-by, grandmother : I hope if we never 
more meet in this room, we shall meet in the better 
world.'' 

We will now go upstairs, and take a view of the unfin- 
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ished chamber, where I used to spin the cotton, flax, and 
tow, for mother to convert into cloth. At one end of the 
room where brother slept is his name written with chalk 
upon the ceiling. For years it had been written, and still 
it was there. We will now look into the old garret a mo- 
ment. Here is the floor all covered over with the golden 
com. It looks beautiful. Pick out some of the best-looking 
ears, and dry them, for we shall want to pop some by-and- 
by. Here is mother's nice barrel of apple-sauce, brought 
up here to keep it cool. Just look out of these high win- 
dows, and see what a lovely landscape is spread out before 
you. 

Now we will go down, and walk out to see the farm. 

Here is the old bam, where the children used to play 
when it was empty ; but now it is filled with nice hay. Here 
are the hens, the turkeys, and the geese; the sheep, the 
cows, and the oxen, and the good old horse, too, in the yard, 
while the faithful Rover stands guard. 

Here is the field where we used to gather the delicious 
strawberries. There stands the old apple-tree that bore the 
fruit we loved so well. Yonder is the fine grove we called 
the derryfied bushes, where the partridges used to hide their 
young. 

The old orchard too, — well we remember thee for the nice 
apples thou didst bear; and the cherry-trees are not for- 
gotten. There is the beautiful garden, where the water- 
melons grew, and the wholesome vegetables, and the currants 
and gooseberries. Here is the bed of flowers, and the white 
rose-bush with its lofty head, and the more humble rose of 
red by its side. Well we loved to rob thee of thy fragrant 
blossoms when on our way to school. 

The ancient meeting-house, too, — we think of thee, with 
thy high gallery and square pews ; the great towering pulnit 
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• 
with the sounding-board overhead, and the aged pastor with 
his silver locks and wrinkled brow. Where art thou now, 
and where thy f ock, who once gathered within these walls ? 
Thou art sleeping in quiet rest. Many who listened to thy 
voice are with thee, while others are scattered to far dis- 
tant places. A few remain, but time has brought a change 
to all. 

Dear old school-house ! we would not forget thee, where 
we learned to say our a, ft, c. We remember those sunny 
days of our childhood, our teachers, and school-mates. But 
the brown house is gone, and a nic^ new one occupies its 
site. Yes, all is new. New house, new teachers, new 
scholars, new laws, and new books. All, all have changed, 
and I, too, have changed ; yea, I may say that I, too, am netr, 
even a " new creature in Christ JezuzP As I contemplate 
the changes around and within, the language of inspiration 
applies equally to both : " Old things are passed away ; 
behold, all things are become new." 

Farewell, youthful days ! farewell, sunny hours ! 
Farewell, hills and vales ! farewell, fragrant flowers I 
Farewell, sweet songsters I farewell, leafy grove ! 
Farewel^ ye loved ones ! I from yon must rove ! 
To every dear object I now bid adieu. 
Long time will it be ere I again view 
The spot where the days of my childhood were spent, 
Free from cankering care, in happy content 



CHAPTER II. 

LEAVING HOME TO LIVE WITH MY BROTHER. — VISIT TO 
THE COTTON-MILL. — OCEAN SCENERY. 

■ ♦ 

IN the year 1827, having arrived at the age of sixteen, I 
bade farewell to the old homestead, where I had spent so 
many happy hours, and, in company with my father, left for 
Methuen, Mass., there to live a while with my brother. A 
pleasant journey of two days brought us to the place of our 
destination, where I found my friends in good health, and 
was joyfully received, by them. It seemed a long way from 
home, but I soon felt very contented. The family were pleas- 
ant, and a dear old aunt, too, made the place very agreeable 
to me. 

I was the house-maid, and I enjoyed my work and loved 
my mistress. Curiosity soon prompted me to go abroad and 
view the wonders by which I was surrounded. I had never 
seen a cotton-mill, nor the foaming blue sea. One day my 
brother took me in his carriage to see the factory. How 
was I filled with surprise at the sight presented to my view ! 
Thousands of spindles and wheels were revolving, the shut- 
tles flying, the looms clattering, and hundreds of girls over- 
seeing the buzzing and rattling machinery ! I looked into 
the various rooms, and saw all I wished for that time, and 
turned away, thinking for a moment I was deaf, and would 
never hear again. I thought I should never want to work 
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in such a dangerous place as that. I passed around the 
village, and then returned home. 

I attended the Baptist meeting, where my brother and his 
wife belonged. I was young, happy, and buoyant as a lark ; 
but still I knew I was not safe, — I was not prepared to die, 
— and this thought often disturbed my peace, and in secret 
I would sometimes kneel down and ask God to forgive my 
many sins ; for I had read in the Bible, " Ask, and ye shall 
receive." But still I did not receive, because I did not ask 
aright I did not seek with all my heart. I was not willing 
for any one to know that I desired to be a Christian, and 
prayed. I often saw presented before me the Saviour hang- 
ing on the cross, and wished I loved him, when he had done 
so much for me. 

One Sabbath noon I went to the river to see two young 
ladies baptized. They were about my own age, and they 
looked so beautiful I almost envied them. Oh, how I 
wished then that I were a fit subject for baptism I and I 
turned away to hide the tears that freely flowed. I contin- 
ued to pray in secret at times ; but my prayers became less 
frequent, and those feelings of conviction passed away, and 
the view of my Saviour suffering on the cross receded from 
my mind. , 

I was living within twenty miles of the ocean, and I had 
a great desire to stand upon the beach, and look off upon the 
vast expanse of waters. During the summer an opportu- 
nity offered, and, in company with others, I took a ride to 
Newburyport. In a few hours we came in sight of the 
ocean. We went down upon the beach, and viewed the 
noble steamer, as she ploughed through the waves, — a sight 
I had never seen before. I tasted of the water, and thought 
the word saU was not misapplied to it. 

A lighthouse standing upon the beach filled me with a 

2 
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desire to rise a little higher in the world. So we com- 
menced the task of climbing up the winding stairs, and in 
half an hour we were above the steamboat and other vessels. 
As we looked at the big lamp, we thought that, well-trimmed 
and burning, it might guide the mariner safely into port 
And as we gazed upon the diBcp, and saw the white sails 
moving far and near, we thought there must be many inhab- 
itants living on the ocean. 

Safely descending from the dizzy height, we walked to 
the city ; but, not being content to leave without one more 
view of the sea, we ascended an observatory. Ob, how 
grand and sublime the sight ! My pen would fail me to 
describe my feelings at that moment. The ocean was 
dotted with vessels of all kinds and sizes, sailing in ^ery 
direction. 

We left the scene, and returned in safety to Methuen. 
Days and weeks passed pleasantly until fall came again, 
and with it the desif e to change my present labor for that 
of a factory girl. However, I remained with my brother 
till spring, when the wish became stronger than ever. I 
thought the noise of a factory would be preferable to that of 
crying children. Yet there was one little, white-haired 
boy, who, all said, looked like Aunt Abby, that I was loath 
to leave ; but, as the distance was only three miles, I 
thought I could visit him and the rest quite often. Little 
did I think I was going into a prison, and could not have 
my liberty when I pleased. In a few weeks I began to find 
it was not so pleasant as I had anticipated. The confine- 
ment afiected my health. I could no longer walk out in the 
open fields, and my opportunities to visit my brother's family 
were few. I had scarcely time to eat my dinner, before the 
bell would call me again to my loom. My former work was 
far more healthy, and offered me greater privileges, and I 
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began to think the crying of children, with the sound of their 
little voices, is melody to a factory bell. So good-by, fac- 
tory ; I wont stay with you, anyhow. 

There was a good man, with a pleasant family, who 
. wanted to hire me to do housework ; so I thought I would 
go there after resting a while. 

" Mr. Osgood, I am ready to work for you. How much 
will you give me a week ? " 

^^I give my maids one dollar per week, and hire the 
washing done." 

" How many have you in your family ? " 

" Fifteen, generally, and sometimes more." ^ 

So, then, I commenced my labors again as housemaid, 
with a pleasant mistress and an agreeable family of children; 
and if they did cry occasionally, it was much better than the 
life of toil and bondage in a factory. I wprked here six- 
teen weeks, and then the falling of the autumn leaves 
reminded me of a coming winter, mother, and home. I had 
been absent a year and a half, which to me was a long 
time, and I wanted to see " the old folks at home," ftnd my 
school-mates. In due time my things are packed into my 
trunk, and, bidding adieu to my relatives and friends, I am 
soon on my way in a stage-coach to New London. Stop 
over night at Concord, N. H., and the next day arrive in 
safety at my father's house. 

But, ah ! it is not the old homestead. A change has come. 
My fatherland mother have removed to another part of the 
town. They live in a small tenement by the side of little 
Samnppee Pond, — a pleasant place, but it does not seem like 
^ome. But father and mother are there, and are glad to 
see their daughter again, and a boat-ride occasionally, made 
the place quite pleasant. My parents are living with a 
brother and his family ; so I can have my liberty to go where 
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I please. I soon found my former school-mates and friends, 
which was very pleasant after being so long separated. In 
a few weeks I went to Wendell to visit a sister with her 
family. After a few days I went to Croydon to see my 
oldest sister. I remained with the family during the winter. 
In their neighborhood were many young people, and fiddling 
and dancing were frequent, and I, being naturally of a lively 
disposition, soon joined the dancing company, and the winter 
passed pleasantly away. But sometimes while on the danc- 
ing floor, remorse of conscience would seize me, and I 
would think of my former prayers, and how I had forsaken 
God, and what would become of me if I should die ? I 
knew I must be lost ; but, amid merriment and glee, there 
was but little time for such reflections, and they were soon 
banished from my mind. 

As Croydon and Springfield were adjoining towns, the 
youth of each place would meet together in their parties, and 
thus I became acquainted with a young man in Springfield 
by the name of Levi Mussey, the youngest son of John 
Mussey. 

In the spring of the year I began to think of going to 
work again for a livelihood, and, as there was a woollen 
factory in the town of Croydon, I soon found myself cooped 
up by the side of two looms, weaving gray satinet There I 
worked one year. When the winter came around again I 
often found myself in the ballroom, sometimes till near day- 
dawn ; and as often^ did my work go heavily, and the hours 
pass wearily away. But still the darling sin must be cher- 
ished. 

I left the factory and went to New London to stop a while 
with my parents, before changing my situation for life. I 
took a pleasant ride to Enfield, ten miles distant, to visit that 
peculiar people called Shakers. Their manner of worship 
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was so singular that I could not believe there was any reli- 
gion among them ; for I did not believe that Christians would 
dance. It did not look, any more pious than my dancing 
did ; and I knew I was not worshipping God while on the 
dancing-floor. I believed the religion my mother enjoyed 
was the right kind. While looking at them, before I was 
aware, I was laughing, and as one of their leaders passed me 
in their circle, his great eyes were rolled upon me with such 
a strange look, I was frightened. So I drew back among 
the crowd ; and I think when he came round again, I was 
looking sober. I left the place well satisfied that I should 
never be a Shaker. 

I went down to New London, and there I found they 
were having a reformation, and as my father lived near the 
pond, I witnessed again the lovely scene of baptism, and 
wished I was a Christian. The candidates manifested, by 
their smiling countenances, that they were happy in obeying 
God. I was not however yet ready to yield to the require- 
ments of the gospel. 

I went up to Croydon again to stop a while with my 
sister, and while there, in the month of January, 1832, 1 
was married to Levi Mussey, of Springfield, N. H., — thus 
pledging myself to the man of my choice until death should 
us part. Esquire Morse, my former employer in the fac- 
tory, united us in wedlock, and, being the first couple, he 
presented me with the marriage-fee, and with it I bought a 
looking-glass. 

I returned to New London, in February, to prepare for 
my removal about one hundred miles north, to a new 
country called Britain Woods. I found the work of the 
Lord still progressing. My mother felt sad to have me go 
away witliout sharing in the revival; but one old sister 
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wisely told her that I could not run awaj from the Lord, 
and he was in Britain Woods as well as New London. 

As I had no Bible to carry with me, only a Testament, 
my mother wished me to have one, and as there was a 
Bible Society in the place, where Bibles were kept to give 
to those who had none, she asked me if I would read it if 
she would procure one for me. 

" Oh, yes, mother ; I do want a Bible, and if you will get 
me one, I will read it every day." 

In a few days the president of the society called, and 
presented me with a nice Bible, with his name, Esquire 
Joseph Colby, written in it. I took it and thanked him; 
he pronounced a heavenly benediction upon me, and we 
parted. 

While packing my things for my journey, I accidentally 
broke my new looking-glass. Oh, what a sad heart was 
mine that moment! I wept more than two hours, not so 
much for the loss of my glass, but for fear of the evil indi- 
cated by the omen. That was a sad night for me ; but my 
kind father took me to Sutton a few days after, and bought 
me a new one, and one of my school-mates painted a picture, 
which I put into the frame of the other, and J comforted 
myself by thinking that looking-glasses had been broken, 
and many people had died, and would die as long as the 
world stood, but the broken glass had nothing to do with it. 

Went to Springfield to visit my husband's parents, who 
seemed well pleased with their new daughter, and I was 
satisfied with them. In due time my goods were packed, 
and we ready for our departure to a new life, and a new 
country home. 

So I will part with kindred dear, 
And go with him I love, • 
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Into a northern woodland clime, — 
No more a rude girl rove. 

That promise to my mother dear 

I never will forget, — 
That I will prize my Bible high, 

And in its pages look. 



CHAPTER III. 

BEMOVAL TO MY NEW COUNTBT HOME. 

THE last of February, 18 — , I bade farewell to my dear 
parents, brothers and sisters, and we started on our way 
to our new home, nearly one hundred miles north, to settle 
down for life ; and two or three days' journey over hills and 
through valleys and pleasant country villages, brought us at 
last to our destined haven. 

My husband, with his brother, had bought a tract of land 
in a new country, then called Britain Woods, two miles off 
from the main road, under Cherry Mountain, twenty miles 
from Mount. Washington. Here we settled down. Each 
built a house to live in, after having felled the forest large 
enough for a pleasant building-spot; ..and although the 
country was new, and we might occasionally hear the howl- 
ing of the wolves, yet it was pleasant and sightly. 

I enjoyed my new life very well for a while, considering 
the retirement of the place, although at times I would think 
of home and friends far away, and sometimes would weep 
in secret when I thought of mother. When spring arrived, 
with it came the singing of the birds in the beautiful green 
woods, which was sweet melody to my ears. Then the tall 
man with axe in hand would hie away to the woods to fell 
the stalwart trees. Then there was another kind of music 
which was delightful. Sometimes the noble deer would find 
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its way into the open field, and the good old dog, being on the 
alert, would make all ring, until the poor deer was tired and 
would fall a prey to his enemy. Soon some nice, new veni- 
son would be our favored dish. Sometimes we could hear 
a pack of wolves howling over their prey in the distant 
woods. This was music, indeed, but not so pleasant as the 
singing of the birds. When the fallen trees are dry 
enough to bum^ the fire is touched to the withered leaves ; 
then a noble fire is blazing up in our little opening; and 
there is generally some smoke where there is fire. Our 
city ladies know but little about the loveliness of making a 
farm in the woods. Probably not many ever went into a 
piling-piece ; so I can tell you something that will be quite 
novel to you. I went out one day into the burnt piece to 
help my husband clear up his land, to prepare it for a nice 
crop of wheat; and although I could not roll away the large 
logs, or pile up the large sticks, yet I could do a little, — I 
could pile up the brush, and enjoyed it well. And what do 
you think I received for iny pay ? Oh, it was only a smutty 
face in our glee ! But a little soap and water soon restored 
it to its former condition. 

In the month of September we had an addition to our fam- 
ily ; a little son was given us, which in a few months was the 
pride of our hearts. We called his name Ransom Erastus. 
Oh, ray darling boy, how I loved him ! 

When spring came again, and the snow began to melt 
away, the sap began to run from the sugar-maples that grew 
beside the mountain. My husband notched his trees, and 
prepared his boiling-place, to make the sweet maple-sugar. 
But his land must be attended to, and somebody must boil the 
sap ; and who should it be but my humble self? I volunteered 
to take my little boy, and go to the mountain. I carried 
my little bed for a couch to lay my child upon when asleep, 
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80 that I might go and gather the sap, — sometimes fearing 
a naughty bear might come in my absence and steal my son 
away. But no rude paws were suffered to touch him. He 
would sleep quietly while the birds and the squirrels were 
chirping and singing over his little flaxen head. The pay 
for my labor here was a nice tub of maple sugar. 

Spring and summer soon passed away, and golden autumn 
appeared, and the crops must be gathered in. The potatoes 
must be dug, and the wheat must be reaped. And, as a 
willing mind is accepted, I took my hoe, went into the field, 
and helped my husband dig a hundred bushels of potatoes. 
And what did I get for my labor here ? A good bin of 
nice potatoes, the happy consolation that I had done what 
I could, and the approbation of my husband. 

How much I wanted to see my parents, and have them see 
my pet lamb ! So, when the crops are gathered, we prepare 
for a journey to New London. When we had travelled about 
twelve miles, our little Ransom cried for his milk. ' As the 
good brindle cow had supplied him with his daily food, and 
of course was left behind, what could we do ? There was 
no house near, and no public-house within four or five miles. 
But while riding along, we saw by the way-side, grazing in 
the wood, ^ three or four noble cows ; and we were aware 
they had in store the precious food we were in need of, — for 
the babes need the milk, and meat is for those who are of full 
age, — but how shall we get it ? and to whom does it belong ? 
It is not our own, there is "no one here to sell it to us, and 
we don't believe in stealing, ^e thought the matter over, 
and concluded it would not be stealing if we could contrive 
a plan to get a little for our babe, even if it did belong to 
some one else. None could see us but God, and we were 
sure he would not condemn us. And the owner would not 
scold, but smile, if he saw us help ourselves. So, as good 
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luck would have it, we found the little gla^a cup we had 
taken with u?, that mother might see how cunning he 
looked while drinking his milk. My hushand stopped his 
carriage and^went and milked one of the good mulleys, and 
gave our child as much as he needed ; and we went on our 
way rejoicing that God had provided us food for the hungry 
one in the wilderness. 

Two long days' journey brought us in safety to my father 
Mussey's dwelling in Springfield, where we were cordially 
received with our new treasure. A day or two's rest and 
visit, and we are on our way to nay father's in New London, 
six miles distant Found the old folks at home, with open 
arms to receive us with our cosset lamb. A few weeks of 
pleasant greetings with old friends, brothers and sisters, and 
the parting comes, with the falling tear and the good-by, 
and away we go toward our woodland home again,' where, 
after two long days, we find ourselves, thinking that home 
is home if it is ever so homely. 

But as days and weeks rolled on, I at times felt a little 
homesickness. I grew weary of such a life of retirement 
and seclusion. I loved my friends and the bustle of the 
world, and thought to spend my days so retired from friends 
and the world, I could not endure it. Although I had a 
few good neighbors, and occasional meetings two miles 
away, mother was n«t there, nor the old meeting-house with 
the good old Baptist minister; and the more I tried to 
content myself, the more discontented I grew. I fin^y 
thought of the old sister's remark to my mother, that the 
Lord was everywhere. I wished I was a Christian. I 
thought of my Saviour, and I wished I loved him, and then 
I should be better contented with my secluded life ; but he 
was far from me. I thought of my Bible, and the promise 
made to my mother. Had I kept it? For a while I had 
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done so, and had read a portion of my Bible every day. 
But, alas ! I had no relish for its contents. It became an 
irksome task. I had none of the spirit by which it was 
written. I read it as a story, and it seemed like an old 
story, too ; and soon my promise was forgotten. God's holy 
word which the good man of God had given me, lay covered 
over with dust. Its sacred pages were written for my com- 
fort ; but those precious promises were far from me. Now 
and then a stray preacher would find his way under the 
mountain, thinking perhaps there might be some few souls 
there worth saving. One evening there was a Methodist 
minister had a meeting in the neighborhood. I went ; and, 
as I entered the room, they were kneeling in prayer. Five 
or six prayed before they arose. This was quite a curiosity 
to me, as I had never seen the like before ; for our good 
Baptist friends were not in the habit of praying but one 
at a time before rising and singing. However, I liked the 
fashion very well. 

There was one good, old-fashioned man, who lived -in 
Whitefield, seven miles from us, who used to come over and 
hold meetings on the Sabbath occasionally in the diflPerent 
houses in the neighborhood where he was invited ; and my 
husband with myself thought we would invite him to t>ur 
house.. So the meeting was appointed. The Sabbath came, 
and with it came Father Chase, to hold his meeting. The 
services commenced, and, after singing and prayer, he gave 
out the text, and a very appropriate one, too, which after 
many years I never forgot. It was found in the tenth 
chapter of The Acts, the 29 th verse : f* Therefore came I 
unto you, without gainsaying, as soon as I was sent for. 
I ask, therefore, for what intent ye have sent for me." The 
good man preached us a good sermon, and gave us good 
instruction, and we could but feel botir the text and sermon 
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were applied to us who had sent for him to come to our 
house and hold a meeting. And even now, although dead, 
he yet speaketh. But we were not yet quite ready tc 
submit to God, and yield obedience to his requirements 
Although there was afterwards quite a revival in the region 
round about, and a number gave their hearts to God, jqX 
my husband clung to his Universalist doctrine, which was 
quite a shield to me. We were well united with one 
family of Universalists in the place ; and as my husband's 
father was a rank Universalist, and could repeat much of 
the holy Scriptures, we tried to shield ourselves in that 
peace-and-safety doctrine. But my good mother had never 
taught me so, and our good old minister never taught me so. 
Their teacliings were, " Ye must be born again ; " and, in 
spite of my security, these thoughts would trouble me. 

My husband was very kind to take me to my friends once 
in two years, which was a great comfort to me. But I often 
thought the sorrow and tears of parting with them again 
eclipsed aU the joy. Yet there was pleasure in meeting 
with absent friends, even if there was some bitter with the 
sweet. 

As we -were living beneath the mountain, we thought, one 
pleasant p nnmer day, we would try and- climb to the top, and 
view the iandscape o'er. So lip- we 'rise, through our «lgar 
place, crossing the road that led from Jefferson to Cohway 
many years ago. The road had grown old, surely. Its 
little bridges had fallen down, and the grass and bushes had- 
grown up. For twenty miles there were no inhabitants. 
Now o'er that road there hangs a tale. It is this : A lady, 
about twenty years of age, started from Jefferson, in the cold 
winter, on foot, to go to Conway, twenty miles distant, to 
meet her lover, and no house or shelter on the road. While 
on her journey, a cold snow-storm came on; the winds 
3 
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blew, the snow blocked up the waj, and she perished, and 
was foand dead by the side of a large rock. Poor girl! 
this thought always made the (Ad road look lonely. So we 
will heave a sigh as we pass, knd see what we can do at 
climbing. The old mountain looks pretty steep; but we 
think with a little help we are smart enough to go to the 
top, eager to see what is there. And thus with staff in 
hand we soon arrive on the mountain-top. 

We find a beautiful level place spotted with trees, some- 
what like an orchard. Query : Has any one ever lived here? 
Has this place ever been a farm ? Conclusion : The Indians 
may have lived here, but no one else. One large tree 
seemed to be the king of the place, — his body larger than 
a barrel, and his trunk large enough fqr quite a company to 
sit on. His branches were spread out over quite a territory, 
and under its shade we could sit and eat our lunch, and 
enjoy a short mountain-life very pleasantly. Old tree ! we 
love to look at thy stateliness, and sit beneath thy green 
foliage, and listen to the singing of the birds as they sit or 
flit upon thy branches. But we refuse to sit upon thy noble 
seat. Thou art too high for us. Thou shouldst not have reared 
thy stately form so high ; then we might have made a longer 
visit. But we leave thee for the squirrels and the birds to 
take their rest upon. So, good-by, old tree. We leave thee 
as we find thee. 

We will look off now, and take a view of the lovely land- 
scape and the vales below ; for surely we are much higher 
than we are wont to be. 

Off in the distance we can see the Green Mountain range, 
and smaller mountains still nearer, and some lovely villages, 
and beautiful plains, and flowing rivulets, and the old Beth- 
lehem Hills. And now and then the landscape is marked 
with a steeple, and in the vales below may be seen the thick, 
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shady forest; and then the green fields of growing com, 
wheat, potatoes, and other good things growing for the sus- 
tenance of man, which God has promised to give him by the 
sweat of his brow. And while we gaze at the beautiful 
prospect below, perhaps we see a green pasture for folds, 
and flocks to feed, — all lovely to the eye. We gaze with 
admiration at the beautiful prospect, and turn away to 
descend the mountain. 

As we pass around the side to go down where it is not so 
steep, we come to a lovely grove of young poplar trees, of 
uniform size and height, their lovely green tops dancing in 
the breeze. God could make a lovely city of the forest, 
while man could make the city in the vales below; and 
with greater admiration may we look upon the work of na- 
ture than the work of art, for we can look through nature 
up to nature's God. 

Whitefield, seven miles from Britain Wood, was a busy 
little village, and quite a place for meetings, — Orthodox, 
Freewill Baptist, and Methodist, — and the people were not 
strangers to the power of God. I often felt a desire to at- 
tend some of their quarterly meetings ; and when a conven- 
ient time came, my husband took me to a Freewill Baptist 
quarterly meeting. I thought the preaching was excellent, 
although they were somewhat different in their manner of 
worship from the Calvinist Baptists. Yet there was a sound 
within the sound that I loved, and their noise did not disturb 
me. I was pleased with their singing, especially when a 
good preacher arose in the pulpit and sung that beautiful 
hymtf, — 

" Ye objects of sense and enjoyments of time, 
Which oft have delighted my heart, 
I soon shall exchange you for joys more sublime, 
And joys that will never depart." 
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Neyer did I hear singing that chaimed me so ; it was sing- 
ing " with the spirit and with the understanding also." How 
much I wished I was a Christian ! But I kept myself away 
from that I so much needed and desired, and that, too, which 
Grod in his infinite mercy was willing to bestow, if I would 
only 

** Come to lifers fountain, nor thirstingly roam/' 

We returned to our home no better than when we went ; but 
God knew every desire, and mercy still lingered. 

Our new country^ gained more inhabitants, and we had 
quite a fertile opening, and beautiful farms, although the 
stumps would show their heads among the potatoes and 
wheat ; and this they had a right to do as long as they had 
a being. The time came when our people felt they must 
have a name for our flourishing town. Why not be some- 
body, as well as other folks ? So our good citizens gathered 
together and changed the name of the place from Britain 
Wood to Carroll. As we were living only twenty miles 
from the White Mountains, that I had seen looming up one 
hundred miles from my father's farm in my childhood, and 
remembered the sad fate of the Willey family, I had a great 
desire to see the scene of their calamity, and enter the old 
house in which the unfortunate family lived. 

The'time came, and we were soon on our way to the scene. 
As we came near the white-capped mount, we passed a num- 
ber of large public-houses for the accommodation -of those 
who resorted thither in the summer season from the cities, 
for their health and recreation. As we came among the 
mountains our eyes were enraptured with the sight Truly, 
I almost felt in the presence of the great Creator of the Uni- 
verse. Never before did I witness such a display of God's 
handiwork as at that moment. The mountains on either side 
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of the way were towering high, ahnost reaching the cloud:?. 
Fearing some shelving rock hanging over our heads might 
fall upon us, we hastened on our journey, and soon came to 
a lonely, deserted house, which my husband told me was the 
Willey house. Here we made a halt for a rest and to view 
the scenery. Husband put up his horse in an old shattered 
barn, gave him Uorae provender we had taken with us, and 
we were then prepared to enter the lonely dwelling. 

We passed through the entry into a long kitchen or 
cook-room. The old chimney had partially fallen down, and 
the large fireplace was filled with bricks. The oven was 
now falling in ruins. The ceiling and plastering in each 
room were covered with the names of people from all parts 
of the country. We left our names with the rest, and passed 
out to view the scenery around. The house stands on the 
right side of the road as we passed down the mountain, and 
behind the house stretched along the mount from which 
came the dreadful slide that destroyed the family. They 
had prepared, as they thought, a safe retreat, — a cave in a 
distant rock, to which they might flee in any freshet or 
storm. The storm came at last, — the winds blew, the rain 
fell, the mountain roared, and the muttering thunders of a 
coming slide were heard. It was a dark night; nothing 
could be seen ; but the sound was as if the slide were com- 
ing immediately to the house. The poor, frightened family, 
as was supposed, ran for their lives to seek a shelter in 
their cave. But on rolled the slide, thundering so it was 
heard for miles around. The mountains shook as if by an 
earthquake. Rocks, earth, and trees rolled upon the poor 
fugitives, and they were all buried in the avalanche. They 
were nine in number, — parents, children, and servants, — 
and most of the bodies were afterwards dug out from among 
8* 
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the sand and rocks. A stake was placed in the grou^d to 
tell the traveller, This is the grave of the Willey family. 

As we looked up the rugged mount our eyes were almost 
blinded with the scene that presented itself to our view. 
The path was steep from which the avalanche came directly 
toward the house ; but when it came in contact with a large 
rock it divided, a part going on each side, of the house, and 
one portion filling up the road and the vale below. As we 
stepped upon the solid rock which might have saved the un- 
happy family from destruction, we could but drop a silent 
tear, saying, "Oh, if those unfortunate people had kept 
within these walls, they might have been here now to cheer 
the yeary traveller as he passes this now lonely pldce ! ' 

We gazed at the mountain scenery with wonder and rev- 
erence while we thought of our Creator God, the Maker of 
the Universe, who had made the mountains high and the 
hiUs and vales below. We passed on our journey, and vis- 
ited an acquaintance in Conway, very pleasantly, and re- 
turned hrough the mountains to our home. As we passed 
a rugged cliff we saw the bald eagle soaring high and 
making his way to his rocky home, the Eagle Cave. 

In the high rock she built her nest, 

Far from the sight of man ; 
No human arm could reach her there, 

No human eye could scan. 
Her young were all secure from harm, 

Though in the vales below 
She flits around to find them food, 

And then aloft doth go. 

We bade farewell to our mountain scenery, and returned 
to our home in 'Carroll. My husband was kind, and my 
little boy was a comfort to me ; but still I was lonely, for in 
in reality I was homesick. But I tried to content myself 
the best I could ; for I did not wish to make my husband 
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anhappy. I had lefl home and friends for his sake, and 
had bound myself to stand by him in sickness and in heahh, 
to share with him in his joys and sorrows, whether in pros- 
perity or in adversity ; and I was resolved to maintain my 
integrity. 

He wanted a farm that he could call his own. He loved 
his occupation, and was happy in cultivating the soil ; and I 
wished to make him as happy as I could. But, oh, my 
restless mind could not be kept in a cage 1 for in spite of all 
my efforts it would wander out upon the busy world. I 
would think of my parents and my old native town, and I 
wished I were there. My mind would flit o'er the deep 
blue sea to other countries. I would think of old England's 
pleasant soil. I felt, had I wings I would fly away and view 
the lovely scenery around. I thought of the high hills of 
Scotland, and would love to view the landscape o'er. Then 
I would think of sunny Italy, that far-off clime ; and oh, 
how much I longed to see the beauties of that lovely scenery ! 
And then my mind would roam to other countries, — France 
and Spain, and the islands of the sea ; but I had no eagle 
wings to fly, and I must tarry where I was. But why can- 
not this wandering mind tarry with me ? Why, ah ! why 
this restlessness ? Why this wandering of the mind to and 
fro from^ sea to sea, and from the rivers to the ends of the 
earth ? I sometimes thought God had never made me to 
live so retired from the world, and perhaps at some future 
time I should have the privilege of travelling; and that 
thought would calm my wandering mind more than anything 
1 could think of. 

I labored with my hands from day to day, and willingly ; 
for work was never a burden to me. Before I was married, 
I labored two years to clothe myself, so that I was not 
ashamed to appear anywhere among the common class of 
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people. Then I worked two years to accumulate my house* 
hold furniture, and was comfortably well off in this respect. 
But one evening I met with a sad accident wliich caused me 
much grief. My husband was away from home, and a 
neighboring giri came in to stay with me through the night. 
I had some mending to do in the evening, and I went into 
. my little, unfinished bedroom, where my clothing hung, to 
get some sewing from a chest beneath my clothes, with a 
candle in my hand. I got what I wanted, and returned to 
the kitchen, sat down, and commenced sewing. In a few 
moments the smoke came pouring in through a crevice be- 
side the stone fireplace. I knew something was on fire in 
my bedroom, and I jumped and ran into the room. Oh, 
what a fire ! My clothing was all in flames ! I gave a 
scream, caught a pail of water to extinguish the flames, and 
then ran out of the house and cried " Fire ! " at the top of 
my voice. Soon Father Bartlett came to my assistance, the 
fire •was all put out, and the house was saved. But my 
beautiful dresses were all burnt to atoms: a square from 
one was all that was saved. How sad was I at my loss 1 I 
had no clothing, — only one every-day dress, and one black 
crape in the drawer, that I had taken to pieces to renew, — 
and I felt poor enough. But when my husband came home, 
he was as thankful as a man could be without religion that 
no worse thing had happened. The house was saved, and 
no one dead. As soon as convenient I had one new dress, 
which answered very well for the present ; and a little in 
the future there was something pleasant for me. 

My husband left home one morning for Whitefield, on 
business. When he was gone, I took my little chubby boy 
and started for the woods near by to pick some beechnuts ; 
for it was autumn, and they were plenty. "We had got but 
a few rods from the door, when, as I looked out upon the 
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road, I saw my husband coming back with quite a company. 
I wondered who they could be. They passed our neigh- 
bor's house, and surely they were coming on with my hus- 
band. I watched them as they drew near, and, behold ! it 
was my dear father and mother, and my brother Samuel 
and his wife. Oh, if ever my poor heart bounded for joy, it 
did that moment ! My friends had come a hundred miles 
to see me, — the first that had visited me since I came to 
this new country. I never knew what it was to weep for 
joy until then. I threw my arms around my dear mother's 
neck and wept like a child. Oh, how I enjoyed that visit ! 
^nd they in turn enjoyed it too. My brother was fond of 
bunting deer and other wild animals ; so my husband took 
his good hunting-dog, Ring, and away they go, with their 
guns, to the woods, to see what they can find, while we at 
home enjoy ourselves well. Our little boy was happy, too, 
to see his grandparents. When brother and husband re- 
turned, they brought a nice, fat deer, all dressed, that they 
had taken many miles in the woods. 

But our happy days come to an end, and we must be sep- 
arated again. Then come the parting scene, and the tears 
of sorrow. And such is man's life. The friends return to 
their home, — a long two days' journey, — and I settle down 
alone again. Winter draws on, and my husband hires out 
to work for a man in Whitefield, and my little son and I 
must spend the dreary weeks alone. Stormy days come ; 
the wind blows and the snow flies, and still I must live 
alone. He would return on Saturday, and that day I was 
always glad to see; but the sad Monday morning would 
come in spite of my loneliness, and away to his work again 
he would go. IVi a storm^our old Father Bartlett was very 
kind to come over and build my fire in the morning, and 
sometimes shovel my path to the barn for me to go and milk 
my cow, and then to my little spring to get my water. 
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I sometimes had this work to do myself, which was a 
little too hard for a woman ; but it must be done. I some- 
times thought I would be contented if my husband got 
through with his work at Wliitefield and his land paid for; 
but still I kept hoping he would move to Whitefield, and 
sell or let his place. And why did I not pray in all those 
dreary days and nights? Echo answers, why? I cannot 
tell, but hope struggled on. There is something better for 
you a little in the distance. Hope on ; 'tis always the 
darkest just before day. Well did my husband know the 
desires of my heart. His brother John had moved out to 
Whitefield, and there I wanted to go. 

One Saturday night he came home, and I was always 
glad to see him. But this time he had an olive-leaf in his 
mouth, and it was good news indeed. He had engaged to 
work for Mr. Colby for a year, in his saw-mill, and had- -let 
his place, and was going to move to Whit&eld.' The dark 
cloud that had so Ion*? hung heavily over my head was 
" broken, and my heart leaped for joy. And in a few days 
our goods were packed, and we were on our way to White- 
field village. .. ^^^^^-i- 

So, farewell. Cherry Mountain, now! ' 
And sugar place. we bid adieu ; 
And dear old bouse we bid good-by. 
Kfew scenes in Whitefield now we'll try. 
Thou lovely spring we bid farewell: 
Your cooling draughts we've loved quite well. 
And woods and vales and stumps and trees, 
We leave with you our tearful days. 



CHAPTER IV. 

REMOVAL TO WHITEFIELD. — OUR CHRISTIAN ]^XPERIENCE. 

WE removed in 1836, and settled down in a house 
opposite the tavern-stand, with Mr. Colby, my hus- 
band's employer. Here we seemed to commence a new 
life ; and lively business, considerable travel, and good neigh- 
bors made the place look delightful to me. I would plead 
with my husband to sell his place if possible, that I might 
not be obliged to go back again ; and one day he came in 
with the good intelligence he had sold to the man that had 
hired it. I was very'willing to sign the deed, and my mind 
was now at rest. 

My little Ransom had got to be quite a boy, dressed in his 
little pants and plaid frock, looking like a little Highlander, 
One Sabbath day he was much delighted with the gift of a 
little brother. 

There were three denominations of people in the town, — 
Orthodox, Methodist, and Freewill Baptist, — and but one 
chapel or town-house where they held their meetings. We 
felt it quite a privilege, when Sabbath came, to attend meet- \ 

ihg, although we had no religion, and had not kept our 
promise to my dear mother to read the Bible. Yet I did be- 
lieve it was the word of God, and hoped I should sometime 
love it and love to read it. _ 

As days and months rolled on, my husband, with his 

(35) 
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brother, bought the place where we were living. Mr. Colby 
moved out of the house, and brother John with his family ; 
and as they were both blacksmiths, they went to work at 
their trade together. 

As our little babe grew in loveliness and beauty, we gave 
him the name of Henry Franklin, and with our two prom- 
ising children we felt in quite a* prosperous state. It was 
quite a place for blacksmithing ; but brother John, being good 
at edge-tools, and very ingenious at almost anything he put 
his hands to, began to think he could make more in the 
scythe factory at Littleton, about ten miles from home. He 
went thither, and another man — Flanders by name — took 
his place in the shop. 

We attended meetings as we pleased. John would gen- 
erally come home Saturdays, but was no hand to attend ; 
and in time of quarterly meetings he was sometimes 
troubled to see so many people around, and would occasion- 
ally speak some hard words against Christians. At Littleton 
there were a few Christians, ^vho set up a little prayer- 
meeting ; but brother John would not go near it. His belief 
was that God was going to save everybody, and he was not 
troubled. But God took him in hand, showed him his 
situation, and he was soon crossing a little foot-bridge to a 
retired place, to call upon God for mercy. God heard the 
suppliant's prayer, and soon he became a happy convert. 
Then his Universalist doctrine went to the four winds, and 
soon it was noised abroad. Behold, he prayeth, and is among 
the lovers of Jesus in their meetings of worship. When 
the news reached us at Whitefield, we were almost as much 
astonished as though one had risen from the dead. In due 
time our brother returned, — a new man in Christ Jesus. 

And now we will commence our religious experience. 
His theme was religion, and what God had done for his 
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soul. He conversed freely with all, both saint and sinner. 
As he began to talk with his brother Levi, he was hard 
against him ; asked him to sell him his fiddle (as he used to 
fiddle for those that attended balls and parties of pleasure) ; 
he told him very solenmly he might have it, for he should 
use it no more. 

He then turned to me, — asked me if I did not want 

religion. I answered yes, very readily. He conversed 

. freely upon the subject ; and I told him I believed in the 

Christian religion, as my mother and the Bible taught me, 

and I hoped sometime to be a Christian. 

This aroused a feeling of opposition in my husband, and, 
to my sorrow, I saw if ever I got religion I must wade 
through a flood of opposition. 1 said but little from day to 
day, but my secret thoughts were, — 1 wish I was a Christian. 
Let me be where I would, or with whom I would, — oh 
that I were a Christian ! I thought of prayer, but did not 
know how to pray. So I kept about my work ; but, in 
course of the day, as such thoughts flitted across my mind, I 
took up a Testament, as it happened to come in my way, 
and opened it. The first I met was the Lord's prayer. I 
began to think the Lord was near me, teaching me ; for as 
I read, " After this manner therefore pray ye : Our Father 
who art in Heaven," — surely, thought I, this must be the 
way, if the Bible be true, and the Lord knows my desires for 
salvation, and he is showing me by his word how to pray. 

I knew I ought to pray, but I was not convicted ; and so 
my desires were, — Oh that I might be convicted of my 
sins ! and then I would pray and my sins would be forgiven. 
My husband watched my sad countenance from day to day, 
and his fears were that I was under conviction, and would 
get religion ; and if so, he was an undone man forever. 
He looked as though he had lost every friend on earth. 
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I told him we must all have religion, or be lost, and I should 
be glad if I had it ; but I had no conviction. And I thought 
I was telling the truth. 

The desire for conviction increased from day to day, until 
on it came with a flash of lightning, and it seemed to me 
that when the thunder came it would strike me dead ; and 
if so, I was gone forever. Then I thought 1 would pray, 
and left the room to find a retired place to call upon God 
for mercy. I walked through seveJ<«il apartments, through 
the shed, until I came to the bam ; but no spot could I find 
to pray. As I returned to my room, I cast my eye out of 
the window down upon the mill-pond, which was full of logs ; 
and it seemed as though everything I saw was dressed in 
mourning. Had those mill-logs been covered over with 
black crape, they could not have looked any more gloomy. 
I returned to my room, and to the spot where I stood when 
the hghtning flashed and my conviction came. I thought, 
here is the spot where God showed me my danger, and here" 
I will kneel down and call upon his name. Thus I cried 
for mercy, and I trust God heard the poor sinner's prayer. 
But I -had not got to the strait gate: a deeper scene of 
suffering was before me. 

My trials grew more severe from day to day, and an 
increasing desire for salvation from sin. There was a 
Freewill Baptist quarterly meeting in "the place ; yet I 
hardly dared to enter the house of God. But there was an 
aged godly woman who lived in an L part of the house, and 
I ventured into her room one day ; and, as the good Lord 
would have it, a good brother came in ; and, in conversa- 
tion with the good mother in Israel, he turned to me and 
inquired the state of my mind. I told him I did not enjoy 
religion, but thought it the one thing needful, and wished 
I had it in possession. He gave me some good advice, 
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which I kindly received, and left the room. After we had 
eaten our supper, I had a great desire to go back again. I 
thought that good man would pray. Oh, how I wanted to 
hear him ! and I knew he would pray for me. Oh, I must 
hear him pray ! How could I be denied ? I told my husband 
I should like to go into Mrs. Quimby's room a little while ; 
but he forbade my going. I felt I must be obedient; 
but oh, how much I wanted to hear that man pray! I 
begged my husband to let me go (he knew hot that any 
one was there) ; still he refused, — told me if I went he 
would close the door against me when I returned, and I 
should not come into the house that night. I knew he was 
unhapp^y, — as miserable as the enemy of all souls could 
make him ; and I did not want to make him more miserable 
than I could possibly help. But, oh, if I could only hear 
that good man pray for me, even if I could not enter the 
room 1 I would be satisfied to stand without. I took my little 
basket to go down cellar to get some potatoes ; and having 
to pass through brother John's room, and not far from the 
L part, as I got to the top of the cellar-stairs I hfeard the 
sound of prayer. I was almost electrified. I must hear 
that prayer^ I could go to the door and listen a moment, 
and my husband would not know it. Quick as thought I 
set down my lamp and basket at the head of the stairs, and 
slipped along in the dark toward the sound of prayer. As 
I came near the door, I heard my name called : he had just 
commenced to pray for me. I listened and I wept. Oh, how 
I wanted to press open the door and fall down upon my face 
and cry for mercy ! It was with quite an effort that I sup- 
pressed my feelings and turned away. My greatest desire 
at that time was grapted, and I must be content. My 
guardian angel was attending me, and I must hasten back 
that no evil befall ine. My Lord was watching me, and 
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anotlier, too. I went to ray lamp and basket, took them 
and went down cellar, singing while picking up my potatoes, 
went upstairayretumed to my room as quick as possible, that 
I might not be mistrusted of doing a criminal act and get 
locked out of doors. I found my husband as quiet as pos- 
sible, being satisfied I had not disobeyed ; for, as 1 left the 
room for the cellar within the house, he left for the outside 
to watch the cellar^window. As he passed the window, he 
saw no light in the cellar, but a little beyond he heard the 
sound of prayer, and went up to the outer door to listen a 
moment. He returned with his mind made up to fasten the 
door against me, as he supposed I was in the room with the 
praying ones. But, as if led by angel hands, when he 
returned I was in the cellar picking my potatoes, and a 
bright light shining out at the cellar-window. So there was 
no storm that night. I was satisfied the Lord was guiding 
me by his skilful hand, and if I trusted in him, all would 
come out right in the end. 

We had heard that a man by the name of William Miller 
had put out a book to prove that the world was coming to 
an end in 1843. The sound struck me to the heart that it 
was truth, and I was not ready for it ; but, the Lord help- 
ing me, I would pray, and would be prepared for the solemn 
moment. My husband heard about the book while in his 
, shop to work, and remarked, he wished there had never 
been such a man as William Miller. But, ah ! God is able 
to soften man's heart so that he may love the things he once 
despised. 

As days passed away, gloominess and sorrow reigned 
around our dwelling. The Lord was drawing me by his 
Spirit away from the world, to save me from death, and the 
enemy was trying, through my husband, to destroy us both ; 
for, if he could make me give up, he was sure he could get 
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US both. But I cried to the Lord every secret moment, and 
he led me. Gol*s children knew something of my sorrows 
and opposition. 

There was a good Methodist preacher on the circuit that 
year, and he was not a stranger to God, or the workings of 
the adversary. He wished to see and converse with my 
husband ; so he made an errand in the shop, wished him to 
look at his horse to see if he did not want shoeing, though 
he knew he was all right, and so did my husband when he 
examined his feet, and knew very well what the man was 
after. The man of God conversed freely upon the subject 
of religion, and my husband listened to his conversation, 
treated him kindly, but was glad when he left the shop. 

The promise I had made to my mother revived in my 
mind, and glad indeed was I that I had a Bible. My hus- 
band was almost distracted for fear I was seeking the Lord, 
and would become a Christian. He thought he would leave 
me, for his comfort had fled ; called upon me to pick up his 
things, and he would leave me forever ! Oh, how sad was 
•my poor heart then, in my poor husband's agony of soul 
because I wanted to be prepared for the judgment ! He 
wanted to leave his home, wife, and childcen. Oh, the 
enemy! bow miserable he will make those that listen to 
him ! He will* torment, but cannot comfort. I tried to rea- 
son with him. He retired. I put my little ones in bed, 
and attended to my work with a sad heart. I looked up to 
God. " Can I give up, and be lost, to please my husband ? 
No, never ! " " But he may leave you and destroy himself. 
Had you not better give up for the present, seek God at 
some future time, and have peace in the family ? " " But I 
have no promise of any future time; and I shall be lost un- 
less I make Christ my Friend." " He may kill himself, 
and then he will be lost ; and then you will be miserable 
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forever." I trembled at the thought. I groaned in spirit, 
and was troubled. I cried, " Lord, help me ! " I thought 
of his razor, and with a soft and easy step I took it and hid 
it away. I returned to my work, breathing a prayer to 
Him who seeth and knoweth all things. While in my med- 
itation, all at once it seemed as if surrounded with angels. 
" Ah ! " thought I, " God's heavenly host is around me ; I 
am safe." I felt so sure the angels of God were hovering 
around me that I looked up at the window to see their 
bright beaming faces ; and, as I stood gazing, although there 
was nothing to be seen, yet it did seem as though there was 
an angel looking through every pane of glass and smiling 
upon me. Oh, how safe I felt that moment I and I did be- 
lieve God would lead me safely through this trying time, 
and I should yet praise him. But the days passed heavily 
away, and sadness reigned around. I trusted in God, and 
read the faittiful "Word. My Bible was my chart ; it was 
my looking-glass ; in it I saw myself,, and the promises were 
for such as I. If I would seek, I should find. I believed, 
I read, and I prayed. My husband had forbidden my going 
to meeting, or to see the dear old mother in Israel living in 
the house, who would gladly have assisted me if she-could. 
But this privilege was denied me lest I should get fright- 
ened into religion ; and I was very obedient, and stayed in 
my room alone ; but God was near me there. 

My husband told me at last, if I could get religion by 
reading the Bible I might ; but as for going to meeting to 
get scared to it, or going in to see Mother Quimby, I should 
not. 

That was a great privilege ; it was all I wanted. Oh, 
bow precious was my Bible to me ! I went to it for every- 
thing I wished to know. When I heard the muttering thun- 
ders in the heavens, castmg a still deeper . shade of gloom 
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upon my mind, away to my Bible I would resort to see what 
that would say to me ; and, as I opened, would read Job's 
musings in his affliction: "At this also my heart trembleth, 
and is moved out of his place. Hear attentively the noise 
of his voice, and the sound that goeth out of his mouth. 
After it a voice roareth ; he thundereth with the voice of 
his excellency ; and he will not stay them when his voice is 
heard. God thundereth marvellously with his voice ; great 
things doeth he, which we cannot comprehend." Job xxxvii. 
1-5. Thus did it seem as if by an angel's hand my Bible 
was opened for me ; what I wished to know was there, and 
to that book I did resort. Oh, how precious the promise : if 
I would seek, I should find ! And my heart said, " Thy face, 
Lord, will I seek." 

Sabbath came, and our good Freewill Baptist minister 
called in to see us in our sadness. His object was to con- 
verse with my husband, to see if he could not soften his 
heart a little. He listened to what he had to say, and then 
frankly told him his feelings. He thought if I got religion 
he should never take any more comfort with me in the 
world ; I should forsake him forever. But the good man 
of God knew better than that : so he told him that if I got 
religion, I should be a better woman than ever before. I 
did think, after the good Samaritan had left, he had not come 
in vain. His words were like ,balm to my depressed and 
wounded heart. I continued to read my precious Bible 
mostly through the day. I kept it close to me. I feared it 
might be taken from me. When I left the room, I hid it, 
fearing husband would take it, and I should not see it again. 
On returning, it was gone from its hiding-place. I knew he 
had taken it from me, and I wept like a child. Said I, 
" You have deprived me of the privilege of meeting witli 
God's people ; but you gave me the privilege of reading the 
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Bible ; and now you have taken that from me." This soft- 
ened his heart, and he pulled the precious boon from its 
hiding-place, — his pillow on which his head was resting, — 
and he began to rpad. My heart leaped for joy, and my 
tears flowed freely. I said no more ; but thanked God and 
took courage. In the afternoon, brother John was baptized. 
I was very desirous of going down to the water, and ven- 
tured to go; and, as I viewed the solemn yet glorious scene, 
I wept and longed for the time to come when I could enjoy 
the same privilege. When I returned to the house, I found 
that my husband had been down by the beautiful water-side 
and witnessed the lovely baptismal scene of his own dear 
brother. I felt an inward rejoicing in my heart, and felt 
assured God was softening him. But I kept all these 
thoughts and pondered them in my heart. 

After our evening meal, he said to me, " If you want to go 
into brother John's a little while, I will go with you." I 
was pleased to go, and he took our little boy Frank in his 
arms, and we walked into the other room. John sat convers- 
ing with a neighbor about the love of Jesus and the good- 
ness of God, and every word sank into my heart, and I 
grew more and more distressed, until I felt like sinking 
through the floor, like Bunyan's Pilgrim with his burden. I 
could but just breathe for the weight that was pressing me 
down. I had got to the cross, where I could leave my bur- 
den if I would. 

He continued his conversation with the neighbor, until I 
could no longer refrain, and I said, in the bitterness of my 
heart, " Brother John, will you pray for me ? " He fell 
upon his knees, and I knelt with him. Before he had time 
to utter a word in prayer, my mouth was open, and from 
my burdened heart I uttered these words : " Here, Lord, I 
give myself to thee ; 'tis all that I can do." 
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It was all I could say ; it was all God required of me, if 
I would believe. Brother prayed and we arose. My hus- 
band immediately left the room. I knew I had offended 
him. As he told me afterwards, had I struck him on the 
head he would not have felt worse than he did when I 
kneeled upon the floor. My distress was great. I soon 
followed, and he was in bed. I began to prepare for bed ; 
but my groans and cries reached the other room, and our 
brother, fearing I should go into despair, called me to his 
room, and then went in to talk with his unhappy brother ; 
told him he must give me up, or I should be crazy, anS he 
was the cause of my suffering. He was more calm. A 
fear got hold of him, — he was the cause of my suffering ; and 
he sent for me to return ; he wished to talk to me. I went 
to my room and began to undress, my groans all the while 
piercing his heart. He calmed my mind somewhat, by 
speaking some soft words, and I retired to rest with my 
Bible under my pillow. But sleep departed from me. I 
feared, if I shut my eyes in sleep, I should go down to ruin ; 
but I tried to look to God, and cast my poor, helpless soul 
upon him. My mind was growing more calm, as though I 
could rest secure, when all at once to my vision the Devil 
appeared in the room before me, with a fiddle upon his 
arm, dancing as he entered. It almost seemed like a reality. 
I mused a moment to consider what this meant, when like a 
flash all was plain to my mind, and as though he said to me, 
" If you get religion, you can never dance any more ; " and 
immediately my answer came, " I never want to, and I 
, never will." In a moment he vanished from the room. I 
felt calm. I knew it was my last temptation. He well 
knew how much I loved dancing, and when he saw my hus- 
band was about to give me up, and he could not drav me 
away and drag me dqwn to ruin through him, his last 
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resort was the fiddle and the pleasure of dancing. But in 
this my adversary failed, and he left me. 

At length I fell asleep, and rested quietly until morning. 
When I awoke, the first thing I thought of was God, and 
my distress the night previous ; but I felt peaceful. I 
thought, " Can this be religion ? Has God pardoned my 
sins? " I hardly dared to believe, yet I felt calm and com- 
posed. I thought of my precious Bible, ever near me, and 
I drew it from beneath my pillow. 

Before opening it, I mused thus : This precious book has 
beelt my guide, my chart, my lamp while in the dark. It 
has been my looking-glass, in which I have seen myself. It 
has been my comfort when earthly friends failed me ; it has 
taught me I was a sinner, and it has taught me how to pray ; 
it has taught me if I would seek I should find. Yea, God 
has spoken to me through this book that I have been per- 
iftitted to read ; and whenever I have opened it for consola- 
tion, it has always seemed as though God opened it for me. 
I will open it now, and God will tell me through his word 
if my sins are pardoned, and if this peace of mind which I 
now feel is religion. So I opened and commenced reading 
what my eyes first lit upon, the 9th chapter of Ecclesiastes. 
I read a few verses, but it did not appear to be to the point, 
and I was about t« close the book and open again ; but 
there was a secret whispering, — read on, — and I obeyed as^ 
-^ if God spake to me ; and when I came to the 7th verse, I got 
to the desired point, and I could ask no more. Read it, ye 
who doubt the word of the Lord; read it ye who dpubt the 
dealings of God with the humble suppliant for mercy. 
" Go thy way, eat thy bread with joy,' and drink thy 
wine with a merry heart ; for God now accepteth thy 
works." Had God spoken with an audible voice it could 
not have been more to the point. I believed it was to me 
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God had spoken, and I arose, quickly dressed, and went out 
into the other room where my husband was building the 
fire. I told him my sins were forgiven, and I* had found 
" him of whom Moses in the Law and the Prophets did 
write, Jesus of Nazareth ; " and my little cup began to fill up. 
I went into the other part of the house. Sister Susan was 
asleep, and I awoke her saying, " How can you sleep while 
angels sing ? " Oh, I am happy ! My sins ai-e pardoned ; I 
am free ; praise the Lord ! My cup began to run over. 
She arose and praised the Lord with me, that I had found 
deliverance, and it seemed as though the angels of God 
hovered o*er the place, and a happy house was that, Mon- 
day morning, the 5th day of June, 1838. 

I remember that my mother had told me how the little 
birds were praising the Lord when she was converted ; so I 
thought I would open the window and view the scenery 
without. The first thing I heard was ^a^ lovely bird singing ; 
and its beautiful note, while perched upon the branch of a 
tree, was, Praise the Lord ! praise the Lord ! Oh, how 
musical it sounded ! and with the lovely bird my heart 
could praise the Lord. I gazed upon yonder hill-side, and 
the tall pines were waving their stately branches, praising 
tlieir Maker, and the- smaller trees, too, were bowing to God. 
I looked down upon the tender blades t)f grass, and they 
were gracefully bowing to the Creator. I looked upon the 
window through which I was looking, and the little fiy was 
clapping its lovely wings in praise to its Maker. I listened to 
the saw-mill, and it seemed as if joining in the grand chorus, 
giving glory to God. My heart chimed in with the rest in 
accents of praise to Him who sitteth upon the throne ; and 
I thought truly everything animate and inanimate was prais- 
ing the Lord. " And let everything that hath breath praise 
the Lord.** 
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My heart was full to overflowing. I was as happy as I 
had been miserable. I returned to my Bible to read the 
remainmg part of the chapter ; for I believed that would tell 
me my duty through life. I had turned down a leaf; for I 
could read no further until I had told the household I had 
found the Lord, and he was mine and I was his. So I read 
the chapter through, and it told me whatsoever my hands 
found to do, to do it with my might, and to live joyfully 
with the one I had chosen all the days of my life. I prom- 
ised the Lord, " This will I do with thine assistance." — "I 
willlielp you," saith the Lord. My husband was quiet and 
still ; not a word did he express, but he heard the accents of 
praise that flowed from my lips. Breakfast-time came, 
but no breakfast had I got ; for, in my ecstasy of joy, I 
thought not of earthly food. I had meat to eat the world 
knew not of. But there was breakfast all ready, in brother 
John's room, and we were invited to eat. I sat down ; but 
instead of eating I was praising the Lord. I was full and 
had no need of food ; but, being urged, I tried to eat a little. 
I was filled with the bread of life, and left the table praising 
God. 

Oh, those happy moments ! Glory to God ! for I feel the 
glory while I write, although many years have since passed 
away. 

I thought, if there was such a change in everything I 
saw, and in my own feelings too, there must be a change in 
my countenance ; and to the glass I went, and with astonishr 
ment gazed at myself. My face was pale as marble ; my 
lips had no color. My countenance shone with the glory of 
God, pleasant and heavenly, and my eyes were lit up with 
heavenly light. Oh, with what heavenly rapture did I 
stand and gaze at myself I Truly, thought I, this is a mir- 
acle. I ani changed from a sinner to a saint ; brought out 
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from nature's darkness into God's marvellous light, — from 
the bondage of sin into liberty with the children of God, 
and from the power of Satan unto God. I felt the spirit 
of adoption. God is my Father ; his children are my 
brethren and my sisters ; and the things I once loved I now 
hate, while the things 1 once despised I now love. 
Oh, then, with what rapture could I sing, — 

" The pleasures of earth I have seen fade awav ! 
They bloom fbr a season, and soon they decay; 
But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are given, — 
Salvation on earth, and a mansion in heaven. 

"Farewell, vain amusements! my follies adieu! 
While Jesus and heaven and glory I view, 
I feast>on the pleasures that flow from his throne, — 
A fbretaste divine of my heavenly home." 

Oh, it did seem as though the angels helped me sing ! I 
never knew before what it was to sing with the spirit and 
with the understanding also. How easy to sing when God 
by his Spirit helps tune the voice ! Lord, evermore give 
me thy Spirit to sing thy praise ! 

But where is my husband this happy morning ? Ah, he 
has been listening and watching -all the while. And what 
does he say ? Oh, he says in his heart, if religion makes 
people as happy as this, I will have it, if it is for me. So 
he takes his bed, a sick man, — tells me, if any one calls for 
work, to say, " I cannot work to day ; I am sick." And 
truly he was sick of sin. He takes with him the precious 
Bible, and that day- was a day of humiliation, reading the 
Bible^ and prayer. And while he was seeking God and 
praying, many were the prayers that were going up to God 
in his behalf. 

When evening came there was a prayer-meeting in the 
other part of the house, and we went in with quite a different 
5 
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feeling from what we did the Sabbath evening previous, — 
I, wilh a happy, buoyant heart, filled with the love of God, 
while it seemed as though angel-music filled the room, and I 
spoke of God*s mercy in redeeming me from death ; and he, 
a humble suppliant, seeking after God. Tuesday morning's 
light breaks ; the golden rays of the king of day shine in at 
our window. My husband rises in the morning, and with 
the lark he tunes his lays. He passes out to view .the 
beauties of nature ; and when he enters the house, he ex- 
claims from his inmost soul, " I thank God I have lived to 
see this day ! " Oh ! did ever words from the lips of a convert 
sound sweeter to my ear ? Was eyer a heart more buoyant 
and happy than mine ? Did ever a dwelling shine brighter 
with God's glory than ours ? Those were happy days ; and 
oh, how sweet their memory still ! 

In two weeks there was a happy baptismal scene in a 
beautiful pool of water prepared for the occasion, with its 
green, grassy bottom, in which three happy souls were bap- 
tized by in^mersion, and raised in the likeness of Christ's 
resurrection. Two ministers — a Methodist and Freewill 
Baptist — • administered the lovely ordinance ; the former 
to brother John's wife, and the latter to my husband and 
myself. 

After my husband' had passed through the watery grave, 
and was planted in the likeness of his Lord, my turn came, 
and, with heavenly light beaming in my countenance when 
the good man, Elder Buenair Bean, took me by the hand, I 
stepped into the watery Jordan, repeating these words, with 
a heart of gratitude and thanksgiving, — 

" Jesus, I my cross have taken, 

All to leave and follow thee; ^ ^ 

All things else I have forsaken, — 
Thou henceforth my all shalt be. 
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Let the world despise and leare me; 

They have left my Saviour too; 
Haman hearts and looks deceive me; 

Thou art faithful, thou art true." 

The Dove was there hovering over the place ; tf not to 
be seen, I know it was there. We received the right hand 
of fellowship at the water, and afterwards united with the 
Freewill Baptist Church in Whitefield. 

Oh, how much I had to be thankful for ! I had started 
for Canaan, and my husband was willing to go with me. 
My name was written in the book of life, and so was his. 
Our house had become a house of prayer, and we could 
bow together around our family altar, and unite together 
in worshipping the God we loved and adored. There was 
joy on earth, and joy in heaven with the angels. Thus 
commenced a glorious reformation. The church of God 
was aroused from stupidity and buckled on the armor. 
Sinners began to inquire the way to Zion, and converts were 
added to our number. Some joined the Freewill Baptists 
and some the Methodists, and a heavenly union prevailed. 
We had meetings every evening, and from house to house 
we went. 

The reader will remember Father Chase, whom we named 
in a former chapter, that came to our Cherry Mountain^ 
house and preached to us when we were sinners. He then 
lived in Whitefield. A meeting was appointed at his house, 
and a company gathered. But where is the good man him- 
self? Ah, he is not here to join in our worship! And 
where is he gone ? To the shades of death ; dropped dead 
in an unexpected moment ; but he died well, and will awake 
in the morning. Our meeting was a glorious one ; an old- 
fashioned, noisy time, 7— some praying, some begging for 
mercy, and some praising the Lord. And God did work in 
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power ; sinners were saved by grace. Strong in faith, I 
let my light shine ; but after happy, sleepless nights, and 
attending meetings every evening, I began to grow weary, 
and felt the need of rest and quiet. 

There was a meeting appointed at brother Colby's, and 
I hesitated about going; thought I would stay at home 
and rest, but wanted to obey God ; thought I would go 
out into the road, and then I would decide as my mind led 
me ; and I was led straight onward to the house of prayer. 
I entered the house, passed through the back kitchen, and 
there were three young men, come as hearers, without any 
religion. I walked into the meeting, and all were upon 
their knees in prayer. I bowed down and conunenced 
praying. The burden of my prayer was, " Lord, convert 
those young men in the back room. Bring them in ; bring 
them ; save their souls." Our meeting increased in interest, 
and one of them stepped to the door, confessed he was a 
sinner, wanted religion, requested prayers, and sat down in 
the room. Soon after, another came and took the same 
course. I began to think God was answering my prayers. 
Soon came the last one and confessed his . wanderings. 
Then I saw God had answered my prayers in their be- 
half. I saw why I was led to that place. I felt to thank 
God and take courage. It did appear to me God gave me 
everything I asked for. 

About this time a melancholy circumstance happened, 
which cast quite a gloom over our minds. My husband 
received a letter from a friend in Wendell, N. H., stating 
that a store had been broken open and some goods stolen. 
Two men were suspected. The mother of one was then 
living with a colored doctor near us, and it was thought prob- 
able they had come there to secrete their stolen property. 
As he sat reading the letter upon the bridge, near the post- 
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office, two men were passing. Looking up to see who they 
were, he saw they were the very men described in the letter. 
They passed on to the tavern opposite our house. My hus- 
band was soon on the alert, and a sheriff took them, and 
they were prisoners in the public-house. The doctor's 
house was soon ransacked, and some of the stolen goods 
were found. They told my husband, if they had known 
what he was. reading, when they passed him on the bridge, 
they would have thrown him into the mill-pond. 

Next morning our godly mother in Israel, living in the 
house with us, said she felt impressed by the Spirit of God 
to go, over and pray with the criminal. We, with quite 
a number of others, went with her ; and, as she bowed down 
in solemn prayer, solemnity gathered around while she 
called upon God to have mercy upon them. When she 
arose, the taller man, about forty years old, stepped to the 
door, thanked her for her prayer, and hoped it would be 
answered. 

The next day they were on their way to Wendell, hand- 
cuffed, to be tried for theft. They were found guilty, con- 
fessed, and were sentenced to- five or ten years' imprisonment 
in the state-prison in Concord. In a few weeks we heard 
the sad tidings of the death of jthe eldest. He put an end 
to his own life by poison. Thus died the wicked man, to 
be brought before the bar of God at the judgment of the 
great day. 

Our meetings progressed in power, and the song of the 
happy convert was heard on every hand. Oh, how I loved 
God's dear people 1 I felt united to them with strong cords 
not easily broken. Oh, how happy and buoyant were we in 
those days ! 

" Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peace 
Of a soul in its earliest love." 
5* 
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God had some good children in Carroll, and we occasion- 
ally went to meet with them, and the song of the convert 
was heard there. 

Oh, how precious was the word of God to me ! It seemed 
like a new book ; heavenly light shone upon every page. 
The Spirit took the things of God and showed them unto 
me. I felt the adversary was dead and all my enemies were 
slain and my trials ended, and I could sing, — 

" Happy day when Jesoa washed my sins away." 

But after a while I found I had a warfare to fight, — my 
£aith must be tried f but God was ever near to help, and with 
all my temptations made a way for my escape. 

July 7, 1839, I had another little son given me, whom I 
called Levi Woodbury. So I was blest with three children, 
which I felt I must bring up in the nurture and admonition 
of the Lord ; and, by his grace assisting, I was resolved to 
do so. 

I thought of my absent friends, brothers and sisters. Some 
were out of Christ, and I must write to them and tell them 
what God had done for me. And Jesus was so lovely and 
precious to my soul, I really thought I could persuade them 
to come and love him too. My mother, I knew, would re- 
joice to hear that her daughter was walking in the truth ; 
and my father, although he had never made a public profes- 
sion of religion, believed in its reality, and would not oppose. 
I wrote them a letter in the Spirit. Oh, how my mother 
did rejoice when that letter came to her with such good ti- 
dings ! She lent it to her neighbors and brethren until nearly 
worn out ; and she prized it so highly she had it re-written 
that it might be preserved. I continued to pray for my 
friends, and especially for my unconverted father. A few 
months passed away and the good news came that my sister 
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Clough and her companion had experienced religion, were 
baptized, and had united with the Christian denomination. 
This was indeed refreshing to my soul. I thought, truly, " As 
cold water is to a thirsty soul, so is good news from a far 
country." 

As time rolled onward, I had the happy privilege of visit- 
ing my friends in my old native town, and could tell them 
about Jesus. As I sat beside my dear unconverted brother, 
telling him what God had done for me, he asked me to sing 
him one of my old songs I used to sing. I told him I would 
sing a good hymn first He gave me the privilege to sing 
the hymn if I would sing a song after it I made no such 
promise, but sung one of the good songs of Zion, and then 
knelt down by his side and prayed. God was with me, and 
when I arose I had no apposition from him, and no more 
said about the song. 

I went with my mother to a prayer-meeting in a school- 
house near, where I spent my youthful days in going to 
school. There .sat the aged sire who had so kindly pre- 
sented me with the Bible I loved and prized so highly ; and 
as I told the story of the cross, and about the Bible he gave 
me, and my promise to my mother, the old father in Israel 
wept like a child. Methinks I see him now, with the big 
tears rolling down his cheeks. That was the last time I 
ever saw Father Colby. He is dead and laid away in the old 
church-yard. I expect to see him in the resurrection morn- 
ing. How precious was that season to my soul, sitting with 
my dear mother, with her Bg^tist brethren, in the worship 
of God, and hearing her voice in prayer and praise to his 
blessed name ! Met with my sister and her people in Spring- 
field, and, although I had joined the Freewill Baptists, I had 
no party feelings. God's people were everywhere one, and 
the words of the old sister to my mother were true ; for 
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God was everywhere the same, and my brother and sister 
had drank from the same fountain in Wendell that I had. 
drank from in Whitefield, and had received the same spirit 
of adoption. Thank the Lord for free salvation !. Bade 
farewell to frionda again, and returned to my home in White- 
field. 

" Oh, the sound of free salvation! 
Angels sung it o*er the plains. 
All ye nations, come and welcome ! 
Christ was born in Bethlehem. 

'ijOn the cross the healing fountain 
Flows so freely out for all : 
Come poor sinners, come to Jesus ; 
Come, before him prostrate fall.*' 



CHAP1E5 V 

TRIALS IN THE CHUBCH. — OUB ADVENT EXPEBIENCE. 

THIS life, at the best, is like the trackless ocean. Some- 
times the sea is calm and smooth ; lovely and beautiful 
the prospect. The sun shines upon the sparkling waters, and 
the vessel glides gentlj along with her sails well spread and 
dancing aloft in the gentle breezes of heaven. Oh, then, how 
pleasant ! But the scene changes. Clear sky cannot last 
always ; some days must be dark and dreary. The clouds 
begin to gather, the sun is hid from sight, the winds begin 
to blow, and the muttering thunders tell a storm is coming. 
The seas are rough, the vessel rocks, and it may seem as 
though she would be blown against the rocks and dashed in 
pieces, and all on board be lost ; but a faithful captain under- 
stands his business, and with good management the vessel is 
saved from destruction, and enters the desired haven. 

Such is life. So is the Church of Christ. All on board 
the gospel ship are safe. They have a good Pilot, and with 
clear sky she spreads her sails to the breeze, and sings, as 
onward she moves, — 

, " We're on the ocean sailing, and soon we'll be in port." 

But she's destined to disappointment. She gets into the 
perils among the rocks and quicksands, and fears she'll 

(57) 
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run aground. The passengers are dismayed and confusion, 
reigns around. Soon the Pilot's voice is heard, which calms 
their fears. " Keep on board ! keep on board the old ship 
Zion, and I'll safely lead you into the harbor of peace." — 
" O good Captain ! we hear thy voice above the waves, 
and we'll stick to the old ship ; and, although there may be > 
breakers ahead, yet under thy kind protection we are safe 
in the storm as well as in the calm and sunshine." 

Our good old preacher, whose voice had been heard so oft 
and so melodiously beside the baptismal waters, in the pulpit, 
and by our own fireside, leaves the place and goes to an- 
other locality to take the charge of another church. He 
had done his work here, had told us all the good things of 
God he had to tell, and another takes his place, — Elder Ira 
Bowles, a devoted Christian, with but little learning, yet a 
Bible student 

We had for two or three ye^rs had our prayer-meetings 
at our house, and the Methodists had their class-meetings in 
brother John's room. We had become a little closer united 
to the Freewill Baptists than the Methodists. So one even- 
ing, on the night of. their class-meeting, our preacher had an 
appointment in a neighborhood three miles away, and we 
went down to hear him. Had a good meeting. On our 
return, as we rode up to the house, our room was lighted up- 
and fiUed with people going to and fro as though some one 
was sick, which very much alarmed us. We hastened in as 
quickly as possible to ascertain what the trouble was, and, to 
our surprise and dismay, there lay stretched upon my bed, 
in a dying state, the good Methodist minister in a fit of 
apoplexy. He had taken the lead of the class-meeting until 
about half through, felt unwell, gave charge of the class to 
Brother O. Chase, and immediately left for the door. He 
was followed by his brethren, and when they reached liim 
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on the door-step he was unconscious. They immediately 
took him to our room and were doing their utmost to bring 
him to. His parents, wife, and children had been sent for, 
and stood weeping around the bed. This was the most 
solemn scene I have ever witnessed. In a few hours he 
breathed his last. Thus died, in an unexpected moment, our 
much esteemed and worthy brother. Elder Ladd. So death 
had entered our dwelling, and solemnity reigned around. But 
it was the death of a saint ; for he died in the Lord, was 
much engaged that evening, and never appeared more 
happy. He is safe from the storm, and will come forth in 
the resurrection of the just, clad in immortality. Our home 
is the house of mourning, and weeping friends are seated 
around the room for singing and prayer before leaving for 
tha l^neral services at the chapel. The hymn was sung, 
" All ifi well ! " and while in the midst of the most interest- 
ing part of of the hymn, — 

" Hail ! bail ! all hail ! ve blood-washed throng, 
Saved by grace," — 

the widow clapped her hands and shouted, " Glory to God ! " 
with heaven beaming in her countenance, feeling the blest 
assurance that all was well with her companion, and he 
was saved by grace. Oh, what consolation to a bereaved 
mourner ! Our dear brother was borne away to the lone 
prison-house of the tomb, there to wait the sounding of the 
trump of God. His voice is hushed, and we no more hear 
him, with his sister Ruth, singing the sweet songs of Zion, 
as on the evening of our converciion, when it seemed like 
^angelic music. But sister is left to sing alone ; and when 
that brother rises from death's prison-house, she'll hear his 
vbic^ again, and will unite with him in singing on the 
other blest shore, in sweeter strains of heavenly music than 
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mortals ever heard in this world of sin and death. Let me 
be there to help swell the chorus, — 

"All hail the. power of Jesus' name ! 
Let angels prostrate fall ! 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all." 

We occasionally hear the sound in the distance that Jesus 
is soon coming ; but it seems to die away. Yet the book 
of the old Lowhampton farmer has reached the place, and 
causes quite a stir for a while. Some think it may be true 
that Christ will come in 1843 ; others say nay, for no man 
knoweth the day nor the hour, — which quiets the minds of 
many. But the old ship seems to be sailing along well, and 
no cause of disturbance among the faithful crew. 

But there are breakers ahead and clouds in the distance, 
and the winds begin to blow, and there seems to be a little 
uneasiness among the passengers. What is the matter ? 
Why, our minister is making trouble in our church. What 
has he been doing? Oh, he has been looking over the old 
chart and listening to the Pilot, and has learned some new 
ideas and is preaching them. Some believe, and some do 
not ; and he ought to preach only what we all believe ; 
and it will make a division, sure as the world, among our 
good ship's company, unless he desists from such preaching. 
Why, what has he found in the chart that is new and is not 
in accordance with our former views ? Oh, he has learned 
that we are mortal from the crown of our heads to the sole 
of the foot ; that no one hath immortality but God alone ; 
but, if we seek for it, we shall have it at the^'coming of 
Christ. Oh, what an idea ! says one. I know I have an 
immortal soul, and I don't w^ant to hear such awful doctrine 
preached. 

And, still worse, he says the dead don't know anything; 
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that they sleep in their graves till Jesus coffltes, and that 
Paul, that great apostle, has not obtained his crown and will 
not until Christ comes and all receive their reward together 
that love his appearing. And, still worse than all, that God 
don't kill folks, don't make them sick, and has not an imme- 
diate hand in everything that is done under the sun ; that 
time and chance happen to us all; and that man out of 
Christ is like the beasts that perish ; that all the wicked will 
God destroy. 

These doctrines caused quite an excitement among us as 
a church. The storm surely came, and our vessel reeled 
to and fro ; the winds blew, and it seemed as though she 
would be wrecked and all on board would be lost. But 
above the waves we could hear our good Pilot's voice saying, 
" Keep on board ! keep on board, and all is safe ; for I am 
at the helm." Oh, in the midst of storms and trials, how 
good and precious the sound of the Captain's voice, saying, 
" I'm at the helm ! " • 

A portion of our brethren were much dissatisfied with 
these as they supposed erroneous views, and some left the 
little prayer-meeting we had enjoyed together at our house 
since the reformation. Our hearts were grieved, for we did 
believe those so-called new doctrines were of the Bible. A 
church-meeting was called, and our brother Bowles was 
labored with ; but it was of no avail ; he believed he had 
preached the truth and could not give it up. 

In the course of a year we had many church-meetings, 
and the more we had the wider apart we were, until a vote 
was taken to divide the house, — those against the views tak- 
ing the north side, and those in favor of them, the south 
side. When it came to that, I could hardly endure the 
sight. I burst into tears ; for I loved my brethren, all of 
them, and I could not bear to be separated from any part 
6 
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of them. Yet, for the sake of God's truth, I felt willing to 
take my stand in favor of what I honestly believed to be 
Bible truth, and suffer the consequence. Now and then 
above the waves we could hear the sound of Jesus' coming, 
which was a solace to our hearts; but it would soon die 
away. 

A& this church belonged to the Lisbon Quarterly Meet- 
ing, this unhappy affair was carried up to the quarterly 
meeting, and they must take measures to settle the difficulty 
if possible. So a committee of elders came on to labor with 
brother Bowles ; for, as the majority went with him, and 
his views, the church would have to be excluded from the 
quarterly meeting, unless he would desist from preaching 
them. Bro. Bowles told them he would desist for the sake 
of peace, as far as he could in conscience. But that was 
not enough ; he must desist entirely, or they would have 
to go into the painful necessity of investigating those views. 
That was what our brother wished than to do ; for he was 
satisfied if they did so with an unprejudiced mind, they 
would see that his views were in accordance with the Bible ; 
and, as for binding his conscience, he could not agree to that. 
But the Bible was not searched to see if these things were 
60 ; the painful duty was not done ; the meeting closed with 
a wider breach than when it began. " Then up to the quar- 
terly meeting we must go to be judged. But, thank the 
Lord, it was not to the judgment-seat of Christ, to be con- 
demned for preaching and advocating his truth. In a few 
weeks we went to Lisbon quarterly meeting. The elders' 
conference was closed, and while sitting in a house near 
by the meeting-house on Sugar Hill, a Freewill Baptist 
preacher came m. I made some inquiry about their meet- 
ing, how they got along with the business, and tl»e difficulties 
they had to contend with, and what they had done with the 
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Whitefield church. He told me, in a very solemn manner, 
" The Whitefield church is no more of us." Said he, " 1 
don't know but you belong to that church ? " — "I do, sir," 
said I, " thank the Lord ; and, if they do turn us out of the 
quarterly or yearly meeting, they cannot turn us out of 
the church of Christ" Oh, I felt happy in being rejected 
for the truth's sake ! I loved my Freewill brethren, and 
do to this day ; and, should any of those with whom I have 
been associated cast their eyes upon these pages, they 
may be assured I love them still and the name which once 
I bore. But God's truth is dearer than all to me. We 
were rejected from the denomination, but this united us 
more closely together than ever, and we felt the blessed 
assurance that we were united to Christ, our Living Head ; 
still retaining our name, but a rejected churth. 

We had some thoughts of leaving our old name. Freewill 
Baptist, and taking the name Christian. The quarterly 
meeting sent on a committee, and organized those grieved 
members into a church, and took them into the connection 
agaio. 

While standing thus lonely, we kept up our prayer-meet- 
ings, and brother Bowles kept searching for truth and 
preaching the pure gospel. Good hieetings and love and 
union prevailed. 

One day a man came to our house by the name of Heed ; 
said he had come to give us a lecture on the second coming 
of Christ in 1843. I had heard of it in the distance, but it 
had never come so near that I could hear from man's mouth. 
I almost trembled at the thought of the judgment so near. 
It was an awful, solemn subject. I hardly thought I 
was strong enough to endure it. He put up with us, took 
tea, and prepared his subject to present to the people. 
There was an old, faithful sister in that afternoon, and while 
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she heard about the advent man that had come to tell us 
the world was coming to an end in 1843, she very readily 
repeated the well-known text of Scripture, "No man 
knoweth the day nor the hour wherein the Son of man 
cometh." This seemed to set the matter at rest, as for 
knowing anything about his coming. But I went to the 
meeting, and while I sat listening, there was so much glory 
in the subject, that my fears were driven to the four winds. 
I loved to hear, and my soul was enraptured at the 
thought. I loved the appearing of Jesus, and hoped he 
would come. 

We, as a church, did not fully commit ourselves on the 
thne; but thought it looked reasonable to suppose God's 
children would know something about it before it came. 

In the year 1842, my husband and his brother sold their 
little stand at the village, and we removed on to a farm 
about two miles away, in a neighborhood more retired, 
where we had only one brother and his family as our im- 
mediate neighbors. But we were united in faith and in 
hope. We were growing daily stronger in the hope .that 
Jesus would soon come. " Amen ; even so come, Lord 
Jesus." 

A paper was published in Boston, called " The Signs of 
the Times," and we were always glad to bid it w^elcome to 
our dwelling, and perused its columns with delight. 

Our meetings gained in interest and spirituality, and we 
were desirous of hearing more upon the subject of time. 
Having heard that J. Litch, of Philadelphia, was in Canada, 
lecturing upon the subject, it was proposed by our brother 
to send for him to come to Whitefield, and give us a course 
of lectures. He sent us word he would come. The appoint- 
ment was circulated, and Josiah Litch came, fuU of faith 
and the Holy Ghost. The people gathered from every 
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quarter. Such a multitude I had never seen in the town 
of Whitefield ; it seemed almost as though the day of judg- 
ment had come. The town-house was quite too small /or 
the people. * Seats were made on the common for all that 
could not get into the house ; and there were many more 
out-doors than in. A window was taken out, and a plat- 
form built in the window ; and there stood the man of God 
pouring forth from his lips the solemn yet glorious sound 
of the coming of Christ and the judgment. The people 
were stirred up, and " search-warrants " went through the 
place. An invitation was given for those who wanted 
religion, and to be prepared for the event, to come forward 
to the anxious-seats ; and oh, what a throng of mourning 
sinners came forward and bowed before God! The aisles 
were filled, and many cried for mercy. But the adversary 
begins to work ; he is feaif ul he shall lose a large portion 
of his people ; the sound of prayer goes across the bridge, 
finds its way to the bar-room of the public-house, and is 
heard in every corner of the house ; it echoes and re- 
echoes with the cries of sinners and of the judgment. The 
landlord is troubled; he takes his cane /in his hand and 
starts for the town-house ; says he^ is going over to knock 
them all down. But when he arrives at the spot and enters 
the house, he could do nothing. Told one of his friends 
afterwards that he went over to knock them all down, but 
when he arrived they were already down. 

Those days were solemn and yet glorious. Many were 
converted ; some believed, some doubted. Most of our little 
church and the minister believed the Lord was coming. 
We thought but little more about changing our name ; were 
willing to stand as we were ; but did not fully commit our- 
selves on the time, until some time after our brother was 
gone, when we did own up and ackn>wledge our belief in 
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the time. It seemed then that <3od did bestow upon us a 
shower of blessings. 

There was a tent-meeting appointed at Claremont, N. H., 
and it was expected that Father Miller would be there ; 
and, as I had relatives in that region, we arranged our 
business at home and started for the meeting, with an 
expectation of seeing the good, faithful preacher of righteous- 
ness. But we were destined to a disappointment, for he 
was sick and could not be there ; but God was there, and a 
never-to-be-forgotten season. There we saw brother Joshua 
y. Himes and brother J. H. Shipman for the first time, 
and some others with whom we became acquainted. It was 
a refreshing season to our souls, and, as we parted, we 
expected our next meeting would be in the kingdom. Oh, 
how cheering the thought ! Visited my sister in Weathers- 
field and my brother in Springfield, Vermont. My brother 
I had not seen for twelve years. I expected some little 
opposition from my friends to my faith ; but they were dear 
unto me, and I had no idea they would turn me out of 
doors because I was looking for Jesus in 1843. 

My brother met me at the door, glad to see me. I told 
him I had just come from the tent-meeting at Claremont, 
He wanted to know if I believed Christ was coming in 1843 ? 
I told him I did. He then said, " Why, Abb., if you are 
a Millerite, you can't stay in my >house to-night." I told 
him I should, and walked in. We had a very agreeable 
chat ; for surely my dear brother was not in earnest, — he 
only wished to show a little opposition to my belief. His 
companion, whom I had never seen, was absent, but soon 
returned, and greeted me very cordially. 

We had a season of prayer together with my husband, 
and retired for the night. We tarried with them a few 
days, and before leaving I had the privilege of hearing my 
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We returned to our home, well satisfied with our meeting, 

excepting the disappointment-in meeting Father Miller, the 

man, whom of alLthe world, I most desired to see. '42 was 

* 
fast waning away, and '43 was drawing near. We, as a 

church, were all united in our expectations. When the 

looked-for year came we had a watch-meeting, and when 

the hour of twelve arrived, I arose and wished my brethren 

*' Happy New Year," and truly I felt that it would be the 

happiest year of our existence ; but in that I was destined 

to disappointment, for '43 passed, and my dear Redeemer 

had not come. 

In the winter of 1843, ere our disappointment came, my 
eldest son Bansom, being in his tenth year, gave his heart 
to the Lord and became a happy Christian. He believed 
Jesus was coming, and never was there a more devoted 
child than he. The night he met with the change he spoke 
four times in the meeting, with the tears rolling down his 
little cheeks. He was soon after baptized, telling as good 
an experience as any adult. He prayed for his two little 
brothers, fearing they would be lost; and soon our little 
family group bowed together around the family altar. Oh, 
bow safe I felt about my family ! We were all prepared 
for the coming kingdom and would never be separated ; but 
Oh, how little I knew the trials that were before me ! 

Our disappointment in not realizing what we anticipated, 
did not discourage us in the- least. We knew God had not 
changed and his word had not failed ; what he had prom- 
ised, he would perform. He said, if he went away, he 
would come again ; and he surely went away, and we be- 
lieved he would come again and receive us to himself. We 
still believed that we were living in the last generation, and 
that the signs given us to show the nearness of the event 
were mostly in the past. We held fast the profession of 
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our faith, knowing we had " not followed cunningly devised 
fables," but " the sure word of prophecy," unto which we 
should do well to take heed, until the day dawn. Nothing 
had failed but the exact point of time ; so onward we 
moved. We could believe in time, and we coul<> serve God 
without time, and watch as the Master had told us. In the 
summer of '44, the time was preached again, and many- 
thought Christ would come on the 10th day of the 7th 
month, according to the types. 

We believed, and therefore we spake ; lived out our faith, 
and were condemned of the world, but owned and blest of 
God. We felt our brethren of the different denominations 
were behind the times, and not keeping up with the light, 
being assured God had spoken, and to his voice we must 
listen. Perhaps we entertained too much of a censorious 
spirit against those that did not see and believe with us. 
Many were running to and fro ; knowledge was increasing, 
and the midnight cry was sounding; the virgins were 
arising, and trimming their lamps, and the Bridegroom 
would soon appear. The looked-for day came, and passed, 
and no Saviour appeared to deliver us from this world of 
sin and sorrow. We were disappointed in our expectations. 
The world rejoiced and we mourned. Then we understood 
the meaning of the words of the good old prophet, " Hope 
deferred nmketh the head sick and the heart faint ; " but the 
promise was sure, " When the desire cometh, it is a tree of 
life." We believed, and religion bore our spirits up, while 
faith was leaning on his word. 

I had felt an impression to write a letter for " The Signs 
of the Times," and the impression followed me continually ; 
but it was a very great cross. I did not think myself com- 
petent for the task. I feared the enemy was prompting me 
to do tliat which I was incapable of doing ; but the impres- 
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sion still followed me. I finally concluded it was of the 
Lord, and I set about the work, and was blest in so doing. 
I wrote, in my plain simple way, the feelings of my heart, 
and sent it to Boston to the editor of " The Signs of the 
Times." in a short time my letter appeared. I was a little 
fearful my brethren might think that I was trying to make 
myself conspicuous ; but I felt the assurance I had done the 
will of my Father in heaven ; so I left the matter with him. 
A short time after, I received a letter from a sister in South 
Reading, a stranger, telling me her feelings when she read 
my letter in the paper ; said her soul responded, " Amen 
and amen ! " Oh, how my heart did leap for joy, on read- 
ing her letter I This was enough to show me I had done my 
duty in writing. It had been a blessing to one sister, and 
God had moved her to write to me, that I might be encour- 
aged to write as the Spirit might dictate in future time. 

My brethren in Whi telle Id were very dear to me, and the 
old yellow house in front of the tavern was a sacred spot, 
and that room where I first bowed, before mortal eye, to 
give myself unreservedly to God, was a hallowed place ; but 
we had left it in the hands of others, who were not praying 
people. I could not bear the thought that prayer should 
not ascend to God from that house, and, every time I passed, 
breathed a prayer to Grod to convert the inmates* I visited 
the family, conversed with them upon the subject of relig- 
ion, and their souls' salvation. A short time afterwards, one 
of the families rode up to our house to make us a short 
visit. We had a very agreeable chat together, but, as they 
were Universalists, I said nothing upon the subject of relig- 
ion until they were about ready to leave, fearing I might 
spoil their visit, or east a shade over their minds ; but we 
could not let them leave without speaking a word of the im- 
portance of attending to this all-important subject. My 
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husband was ever ready to own Christ as a great Saviour 
and to tell what he had done for his soul ; so our conversa- 
tion changed from worldly subjects to things heavenly and 
divine. They were in no hurry to leave. The lady said 
they had come to visit us for that very purpose, and had 
been waiting for us to broach the subject ; said I was the 
first and only person that had named the subject of religion 
to her since they had moved into the place. Oh, my heart 
did praise the Lord ! He was about to answer my prayer 
and convert the inmates of that house, and prayer would 
yet ascend from that dwelling. 

There were Christians around them, but none had felt the 
desire that I had that the sound of prayer might be heard 
there again ; and, being strangers, they were not in a hurry 
to name religion. Oh, the importance of being " instant in 
season and out of season, reprove, rebuke, exhort with all 
long-suffering." 

We talked freely with our friends, prayed with and for 
them, and they returned to their home. In a few weeks 
they were both happy in the Lord, baptized together, and 
united with the Freewill Baptist Church. Thus God did 
answer my feeble petitions, and that house was again the 
house of prayer, and a home for pilgrims. 

We had sometimes thought we could hardly enjoy relig- 
ion in any other place but Whitefield, as that was where we 
first drank from the well-spring of life, and breathed the 
free air of heavenly joys; yet we had learned that the 
Spirit of Christ was everywhere the same, and his people 
one, and as there was a good opening for my husband to 
work at his trade on Sugar Hill, in the town of Lisbon, he 
sold his little farm, and we prepared for a removal to that 
place. 
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"We leave you now, kind brethren dear; 

With you we have been blest; 
With you we hope ere long to dwell. 

And in the kingdom rest. 

With you weVe ^rank the balmy air 

Of sweet and hallowed bliss; 
With you we've passed through triiiL} sore, 

Eut Jesus whispered peace. 

And though we m^y be parted here, 

Our faith is still the same: 
We are looking for that glorious day 

When Christ will come and reign. 



CHAPTER VI. 

REMOVAL TO SUGAR HILL. — LIFE CONFLICTS, TRIALS, AND 
JOTS THERE. 

In the summer of 1845, we removed with our little family 
to Sugar Hill, a beautiful locality in the pleasant town of 
Lisbon, N. H., sixteen miles from Whitefield, and as the house 
we were to occupy was not vacated, we moved in with a 
brother Atwood and his family of eight boys, who were very 
pleasantly situated in front of the Advent Chapel. 

There was a good company of brethren and sisters, whose 
hopes were the same as our own, and Elder I. H. Shipman 
was their pastor. They had preaching every Sabbath, and 
we soon became acquainted with the friends and felt quite 
at home in our new locality. Brother and sister Atwood, 
being of the same faith and hopes with us, it was very 
pleasant sometimes to unite together in prayer around the 
domestic altar, while he, like a Daniel, daily prayed to his 
God. His voice could be heard throughout our little village. 
Our family altar was erected there, and glory crowned the 
mercy-seat. But we had sorrow with our joy ; for our two 
eldest boys, who had been so punctual to pray with us in 
our retired home in Whitefield, refused now to* bear the 
cross, and were silent at our devotions. Our youngest, 
about seven years old, continued to offer up his little, hunible 
prayers to God for a while, but soon after left it off. New 
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scenes around them took their attention, and they were no 
more praying children. This grieved us ; but still we hoped 
and prayed for their salvation. Many of the children on 
Sugar Hill were pious in '43, and '44 ; but most of them had 
ceased to pray. They once had a camp-meeting in the 
grove, and little Joseph Atwood was their preacher ; but 
their little voices in prayer and praise to God are silent. 
The sweet songsters still warble in the lovely grove, but no 
sound of prayer from the children. 

Our meetings were good, and sometimes our modern Dan- 
iel would shake the whole house in his exhortations and 
prayers. 

We remove into our house which is vacated. My hus- 
band works in the shop at blacksmiUiing. Some days, how- 
ever, are dark and dreary. The sun does not always shine. 
My health seemed to fail me, and my mind was dark and 
cloudy at times ; but still my faith and hope were in God. 
I continued to pray and keep myself upon the altar. 

I sometimes dreamed of standing in the pulpit and 
preaching the gospel to a dying world. I always awoke 
happy and had good meetings after such dreams, which 
were a good omen to me. I often thought, if I was a man, 
I should love to preach Jesus. 

Sometimes when travelling, and I saw the high mountains 
rear their stately heads, I thought I should love to stand 
upon the highest peak, and have the whole world arrayed 
before me, that I might preach to them a full and free 
salvation. But, alas ! that could never be ; but I could be 
faithful to those with whom I came in contact, so that in 
the reckoning day it may be said of me, " She hath done 
what she could." 

Attended meeting, and our brother Atwood gave his last 
exhortation ; told his brethren to remember the widow and 
7 
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the fatherless, — which came with such power that it was 
never forgotten. He little thought this was his farewell ad- 
dress. But so it was ; for in a few days he was taken sick, 
and never went out again. It was a sorrowful scene around 
the dying bed of that man of God. Though his wife and 
children are weeping around, he heeds them not. He 
knows not of their sorrows ; he hears not the moaning of 
the winds, the falling of the rain, or the sighs of his 
brethren. He breathes his last ; the good man is dead, 
and is soon borne away to the tomb, there to rest until the 
trump of God shall awake him. The widow has lost a 
kind husband, the children a loving and affectionate father, 
and the church a faithful laborer. Such is this life ; but in 
the world to come there will be no dying. 

My husband had labored and toiled hard at the anvil for 
many months, and he needed rest and a change. Some of 
his neighbors and brethren were out of health, and it was 
proposed that they should take a journey to the salt water ; 
while, in my husband's absence, I could go to New London 
to visit my friends, and on his return he would meet me 
there. 

I had never rode in the cars ; but now the time had come 
when I was to ride in " Nahum's chariot." So I went to 
Wells* river, fifteen miles from Sugar Hill, the nearest 
station to us. I feared and trembled when I saw the iron 
horse puffing and blowing out his steam and smoke. But 
no time now to shrink ; so I stepped into the cars, and sat 
down very lightly, so that I might be ready to jump should 
any accident happen. While thus trembling with fear, I 
looked around, and saw some reading, some sleeping, others 
talking and laughing. I thought I was as safe as they, and 
what was tlje use in my feeling so fearful ? I looked up to 
my heavenly Father for help, and committed my soul to 
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him. My fears were removed, and I went on my journey 
in safety. My husband met me among my friends, and we 
returned home together. I was always glad when in sight 
of home, soon to greet loved ones, and rest. How often 
have I thought, when nearing home, of the Christian trav- 
eller to the better land, when assured he is almost at his 
journey's end, where he shall meet loved ones and enjoy 
rest and quietude forever ! How can he but rejoice in pros- 
pect, arid pray, " Thy kingdom come " ? 

A gloom seems to rest down upon the inhabitants of our 
little village. One of our neighbors, a brother in Christ, 
being out of health, became a little deranged, and was 
taken by a friend to Vermont, hoping he might be thereby 
benefited. He refused to return, and was left. Soon tidings 
came to his family that he was missing and nowhere to be 
found, and it was feared he had taken his owri life. His 
wife was much careworn with fear, and the absence of her 
husband depressed her spirits, and, while in this situation, 
she sent for myself and husband to make her an evening 
call ; and, as we had alway-s been on friendly terms, and 
feeling the loss of our ferother, we immediately repaired to 
her house. We talked the matter over about the absent 
one, not knowing whether he was dead or alive ; and our 
hearts were sad and sorrowful. Before we left, our sister 
wished us to pray. 

We knelt down in solemn prayer before God, and, while 
asking his blessing upon the wife and children, faith's 
eye began to look after the husband and father away in 
Vermont, -and I saw by faith the living man, with his coat 
and hat on, walking in the open field' in comfortable health, 
with mind calm, viewing the scenery around. I gave a 
shout, " Glory to God, he is living ! " prayed for him, and 
, for God to turn his mind homeward. When we arose from 
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prayer, I told my sister he was alive and well and would 
soon be at home. She was encouraged to hope on, my faith 
was so strong. 

I called again a little while after, and, while sitting and 
talking with the family, the door opens and in comes brother 

p ; and a happy meeting was that. My faith was the 

true coin, and I shall always believe that brother stood just 
as I saw him, while in humble prayer before God on that 
memorable evening! 

I write of incidents that are truthful, although they may 
not come in their proper order as they would had I kept a 
journal, but merely write them as they come to my mind. 

We were hving near neighbor to Elder O. F. Willis, 
whose eldest son had been out of health for some time and 
was confined to the house most of the time, and failing, yet 
hoping to recover. I called in one night to see him, and as 
I looked upon that youth of twenty-one years, with haggard 
countenance and sunken eyes, going down to the grave with 
consumption, as I believed, and without religion, too, I 
ventured to tell hi^ he needed religion, and Jesus was 
precious to all that would call upon him. 

I left the house, returned home, and retired. About mid- 
night we were awakened by a rap at the door. A man was 
there with a lantern in his hand. My husband inquired 
what was wanted. I thought in a moment, before he had 
time to speak, " Freeman Willis is worse, and has sent for 
us to go down and pray for him ; " and truly it was so. 
We donned our garments quickly as possible and hastened 
to the sick-room. He was bolstered up in bed, and all the 
household were gathered around him. As soon as I entered 
the door, his eyes were fixed upon me and he spoke: 
" Mrs. Mussey, I feel that I am going to die, and I want 
you to pray for me, for I am not prepared." I immediately 
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knelt aown in that solemn place, at the midnight hour, and 
called upon God to have mercy and save the dear, dying 
man. I prayed in faith ; and, with the Holy Ghost to make 
intercession, I knew the work would be done; for God's 
promises never failed. His father prayed for him, and he 
was more calm in mind, and somewhat relieved in body ; 
appeared like resting the remainder of the night, and w^e 
returned to our home. 

Next morning I called to see him. He appeared better 
both in body and in mind. He wished me to read the 
Bible and pray with him ; and I did. He felt relieved from 
the burden of sin and was at peace with his God. He 
asked me if I would come in and pray with him every day. 
I told him I would ; and thus I did, and his countenance shone 
with heavenly light and love. Sometimes he would get 
nervous and restless, and a cloud would come ov^r his 

j ' mind. Then Mrs. Mussey must be sent for to sing and 

' pray and calm his fears and drive the clouds away, so that 

he might look through the gloom to the glories of the future 
kingdom. And let my work be what it might, even if over 
the wash-tub, I left all and ran to his assistance ; and many 
times, when sleep had seemingly departed from him, the 
sound of my voice in prayer or singing would quiet his 
nerves, and lull him to sleep while in the act of my de- 
votions. 

Never did I see a sick and dying room so light as that ; 
never did I see clearer into the paradise of God than when 
with that sick and dying youth ; and I have no doubt but 

I he had the same glorious views of the future kingdom that 

I had while in my devotional exercises with him. He 
lingered through the summer in this state of mind, calling 

f on me to help light up his pathway through the gloom of 

earth, till he reached the end of his journey ; and I was 
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ever ready to help and comfort the feeble and fainting 
mind. 

When the autumnal leaves began to fall, poor Freeman 
began to fail, and finally faded away like the falling leaves, 
drooped like the flower, breathed his last, and was borne 
away to the lone prison-house, there to await the summons, 
" Come, ye blessed of my Father ; " and, if ever so happy 
as to walk the street of gold in the New Jerusalem with 
that white-robed company, I expect to meet that youth clad 
in immortality, and hear him shout victory over death and 
the grave. Oh, I do thank and praise my heavenly Father 
that he has pardoned my sins, and has given me a little 
place to labor in his vineyard, and through his gi'ace I can 
lead some poor, fainting soul to Clirist Jesus my Lord I 
Glory, honor, praise, and power to him that sitteth upon 
the throne and to the Lamb forever and ever. Worthy, 
worthy is the Lamb ! 

I had not visited my brother in Methuen since I was 
married* and moved to my northern home, and I had a 
strong desire to go to that region once more, and my hus- 
band was always kind, and willing to visit our friends as 
often as he felt able. His parents had both died while we 
were away, but still he was willing to go with me to visit 
my friends and those of his that were still living. So once 
more we prepare for our journey down country. We went 
by the way of Meredith, attended a conference at Meredith 
Neck, and heard the gospel trumpet blown by brother E. 
Burnham and others, and it seemed that the Advent doc- 
trine was again being revived. We thanked God and took 
courage. When our meeting was finished, we went on our 
journey, stopped on our way at Concord, Manchester, and 
Lowell. Went into the " Crisis " office, and there saw our 
brother Jonas Merriam for the first time. I had written 
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for the " WorWs Crisis " several times, and he did not 
receive -us as strangers, but as old acquaintances. Our 
meeting was very agreeable, and we prized it very highly^ 
Visited my brother's family in Lowell, attended some meet- 
ings, and journeyed on to Methuen. Was glad once more 
to see the place where I had enjoyed some pleasant scenes 
in my youthful days ; but twenty years had wrought a great 
change. The children were mostly grown to youth and 
manhood. The old house was torn away, and a new one 
built ; but the scenery around was the same, and the dear 
old aunt still lived, and we enjoyed the privilege of meeting 
once more. Now . I could tell them of Jesus ; for I had 
found that which I so much desired while living there, and 
had enjoyed the baptismal waters. Our visit over, we part, 
and go by the way of Henniker to visit husband's sisters, 
and then to my old native town. New London, to see my 
dear parents once more. I enjoyed the privilege of meeting 
them ; but they had grown old, and I knew they could not 
live long. Oh, how hard the parting ! I felt quite sure it 
was the last time I should ever see my dear father, and 
when I left the house to go to our carriage, he said, while 
standing in the door, that he felt it was the last time he 
should ever see me ; and while he stood weeping, with his 
hand raised to hide the sun from his eyes, — a look which I 
shall never forget, — I burst into a flood of tears ; for it 
seemed as though my heart would break with grief. " Can 
it be that I am looking upon my dear father for the last 
time?" It seemed to me that I was. And how could I 
endure it ? How could I leave him never to look upon hie 
white locks and wrinkled brow again ; never to see that 
form low-bent with hard labor, and never to hear that voice 
call me by name again ? I wept like a child. How could 
I leave him ? We lingered in our carriage for some time ; 
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but the golden sun was rising, and we must be on our 
journey. Said I, " Father, will you pray that, if we never 
meet again, we may meet in the kingdom ? " His answer 
came, " I will try." A farewell, and we part Oh, I never 
fchall forget that affecting scene. I loved my father, and I 
wept most of the time for forty miles. We finally came to 
our stopping-place for the night, at a public-house, and I 
was obliged to dry up my tears. Next morning we arrived 
safe at home, glad to find my children in health ; and they, 
in turn, were glad to see their parents again. 

Oh, this worid is a worid of death, mourning, and tears ! 
Our brethren are falling by the cruel foe, but he is a con- 
quered enemy, and the sweet promise is, " They shall come 
again from the land of the enemy." 

I had quite a large circle of friends and relatives, — six 
brothers and two sisters scattered ; but I was quite a distance 
from them all, an^ it had been a long time since death had 
entered to separate any of us, while many a heart had been 
crushed, and earthly ties sundered by this cruel foe. But 
we, as a family connection, were not to be always passed by. 
Letters generally received from friends brought us good 
news; but there came a change, for the enemy was moving 
among us. Intelligence came that my brother had lost a 
noble son in the prime of life. Oh, then I knew that dear I 

brother's heart was crushed with sorrow ; and to God I 
breathed out a prayer for him and his afflicted family. 
Word comes again, from another brother, that death has 
entered his little family, and torn from their embrace a dar- 
ling boy. Oh, then, that brother's family is in affliction, and* 
my heart is turned to God in prayer for them. Again I j 

hear my sister is in deep sorrow : her dear and only daugh- I 

ter is dead, and she almost distracted with grief. Oh, then, 
then, my feeble prayers arose to God in her behalf: " Lord 
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save my sister and her afflicted family ! " Again I hear the 
sad tidings that my eldest sister has buried her companion, 
and she, without religion, is left to mourn her loss, and no 
hope to sustain her, no arm to lean upon to support her. 
Again I cry, " Lord, bless my dear sister with a sense of 
eternal things, and help her to give her heart to thee, that 
she may claim the lone widow's promise." 

I had been blest with the life and health of my little 
family, for which I felt thankful to my heavenly Father. 
But there must be some scenes of sorrow and trial in my 
pathway ; for clear sky cannot always last ; some days must 
be dark and dreary. So there are some days of sorrow and 
mourning for me a little in the future. My dear son Ran- 
som had grown to manhood, and a kind and affectionate son 
was he to his parents, and to all with whom he became 
acquainted. His mind was to be a machinist, and he left 
home in pursuit of his trade. He worked in Franconia 
awhile, but, feeling desirous of receiving aid from a higher, 
locahty, he at length left for the city of Manchester, to 
work in a machine-shop. Oh, how sad was mother's heart 
when her son had left and gone so far from home I Every- 
thing looked dreary and lonely around the house; it almost 
seemed as though he were dead; but his letters always 
brought us cheering intelligence, and sometimes a little box 
came with a new dress and some presents for mother. At 
length a letter came, with the good news that he was coming 
home to visit us, and wished me to write what things I 
needed for clothing, and he would buy them for me. I wrote 
him what I would like ; and in a short time we greeted our 
dear Ransom at home again. Our meeting was pleasant, 
and he was cordially welcomed by all his youthful associates. 

But the parting must come, and he return to his business. 
The evening before he left, the young people gathered in for 
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ft social cfaftt, and before leaTing thej all joined in singing 
the little song, — 

" That good old word good-by." 

Never did a bjmn of praise to God sound more solemn to 
me than that little farewell song, and when the j sang, — 

^ Farewelli farewell, may do for the gar, 
But always briags a sigh; 
But give to me that good old word 
That comes from the heart, good-by,** 

my heart felt the force of those words, and I gave vent to 
my tears ; for I loved my son, and must say to him on the 
morrow, " good-by." Morning came, and with it the '^ good- 
by, my son." We parted, and he was gone. But a mother's 
heart and prayers followed him. Tears and sighs were my 
meat and drink, by day and by night, for many days. I 
looked upon the articles he had so kindly brought me, and 
Bome of his clothing he had left, and wept. I feared some 
aceidont would befall him, and my tears would flow. Oh, ye 
mothers, who love your sons that have left your parental 
roof to go out into the world among strangers ! you know 
how I felt in those tearful hours ; you know how to sympa- 
tlu«o with mo in my tears. Yea, I weep now, while penning 
tlieso lines, which have brought so fresh to my mind those 
trying scones. Wo shall soon see how my fears were real- 
ixt'd. 

lu about two weeks we prepared for a journey to New 
London and Manchester, thinking we should see our son 
tt)l»iu\ 5 s'o wo triod to dry up our tears, and be happy and 
ohtH^rful, We t^ttvrtiHl on our journey with our own team, 
\i4Ung fiiends as we went on our way. At length we 
iw riviHl ii\ salety at Manchester ; rode up to the door of the 
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boarding-house of my son, expecting soon to greet him in 
good health and cheer. But while we were on our journey 
visiting our friends, a letter had been winging its way to 
Sugar Hill with sad tidings ; but it had not reached our ears, . 
His boarding-mistress met us at the door, and greeted us 
very cordially. My first inquiry was for the health of my 
son, and if in the shop at work. She told us he was not at 
work, was not very well, but was doing well. My heart 
sunk within me. I knew in a moment something had hap- 
pened to him, but she was unwilling to tell me what ; but 
that he was doing well was all I could then know. 

The poor, dear son had been injured ; he was in trouble ; 
but don't tell mother, for she will hardly be able to endure 
it. We passed into the house, but him we could not see. 
" Where is he, and what is the matter with him ? " — " Oh, 
he is doing weU" was all we could hear or know for the 
present. After a while we were permitted to enter the room 
where he was. He was sitting, bolstered up in bed, looking 
somewhat pale, but trying to be cheerful, and appeared to 
be glad to see father and mother. I inquired of him what 
the matter was. He refused to tell us ; but " doing well " 
reiterated in our ears again. I knew something serious had 
happened to him, but what it was I was yet to learn, and 
when, I could not tell. I went to sit down on the side of 
the bed, and he reached out his hand to stop me, I then 
made up my mind he had lost a limb, and I felt sad at such 
a thought. I inquired of him if one of his leg's were gone. 
He said, " No." I then gave up my inquiries, and we went 
out to dine, ignorant as when we came in. 

After dinner Mrs. Aldrich took me aside, to tell me what 
I felt so anxious to hear. Ransom had given her leave to 
tell his mother all, and I was prepared for the worst. She 
told rae he had lost nearly half of one foot : it was taken 
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off by a lathe in the shop while at work. I felt to thank 
Grod it was no worse, but knew he was a suffering child. 

His toes were all taken off, by the machinery, but one ; 
the toe of his boot, footing and toes were taken off together, 
and thrown aside as a thing of nought, and he was brought 
fainting and bleeding to the house. The doctor was called 
to dress it ; and, on looking at the wound, said it must be sawn 
off again and the other toe taken off; then it would heal up 
better and quicker ; and he had better take chloroform : but 
he refused until the doctor touched one of the naked bones, 
which was like taking his life. Then he consented, and tjie 
work was done ; the foot was dressed, and he came to him- 
self again, and his first words were, " Doctor, I thought you 
was a-going to dress my foot ? " He told him the work was 
all done. And thus we found him one week after, " doing 
well; " but painful days and nights must pass before he could 
work again, and his little earnings must be spent to pay 
his expenses. But kind friends around him, good nursing, 
and a skilful doctor, would in a few weeks, get him where 
he would be able to return home. We stayed with him as 
long as necessary, and then returned to Sugar HilL His 
lost toes were put in a bottle of spirits, to preserve them, 
and we took them with us ; but never could I venture to 
look upon them until I saw him again. 

In^ about four weeks he was able to return to our dwelling, 
and glad were we to see his face once more, and to adminis- 
ter to his wants. When the spring-time came, and the sing- 
ing of the birds, he was able to walk again, and soon 
also to attend his labors ; and with a spring-sole to his boot 
he was enabled to walk without showing his injury. When 
he returned I ventured to look at his preserved toes, but it 
was with sad feelings. 

As time rolled on, the spring of 1854 came in, and with 
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it a cry was sounding of the coming of Jesus in the fall 
Many believed and shouted for joy. We heard the cry, 
and with many .others rejoiced that our redemption was so' 
near ; but our brethren mostly rejected it as error, which 
was a great trial to us, and broke our union for the time 
being. I attended meetings but little, and spent much of my 
time in writing for the " World's Crisis ; '* so I was not idle 
in my Master's vineyard, and my time was not lost, for I 
trust many hearts were comforted with the productions of 
my feeble pen. 

My son Ransom was married to Phebe Wells in 1854, 
and removed to Franconia, three miles away, there to work 
at his trade. It was quite a grief to our children that we 
should believe in definite time again ; but we believed, 
therefore spake. 

In the fall we went to New London again, to visit our 
friends, as we most solemnly believed, for the last time ; and 
my father had lived to see his unworthy daughter once more. 
He met me in the door with tears in his eyes, as much as 
to say, " We are gl^d to see you once more ; " and as I 
looked upon my father and mother, with their wrinkled 
faces and hoary locks, ripening for the grave,, I felt assured 
they must soon pass away, and our meetings on earth be 
few, even if Jesus did not come. But we felt quite certain 
he would come, and that that was our last visit together ; 
which thought made us feel quite sad. I conversed with my 
father about the coming of Christ, the judgment, and the 
necessity of being prepared for the event ; and, before leav- 
ing, knelt down by his side, to call on the name of the Lord, 
praying that his blessing may attend my dear parents, and 
that, if we no more meet in this world, we may meet in the 
coming kingdom ; and thus we parted, with tearful eyes and 
a farewell. 
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We returned to our home, in expectation of seeing " the 
King in his beauty " in a few weeks. We watched the dajs, 
as they came and passed, until the looked-for day appeared ; 
then I felt he would not come, and we were destined to 
another disappointment ; and thus we were, — for the day 
passed, and no Saviour appeared to gladden our hearts. 
We" were disappointed in our expectations ;. but God was the 
same, the Bible true, and the promise sure, " / will come 
again." 

The hoar-frost came, and the wintry blast, and with it the 
deep snows of January, 1855. While sitting by my fireside, 
in deep meditation, I looked at a letter brought in to me. I 
opened it, and read the sad tidings of the death of my dear 
old father.v My tears flowed, and I sighed, " My father is 
dead, and I shall never see his white locks, furrowed face, 
and bending form again ; for he is laid away in the cold, 
dark " tomb, till the judgment of the great day." 

I was a true mourner, and I had no earthly friend to 
mourn with me. As my meditations from day to day were 
of my loss, I composed some verses on his death, and sent 
them to the "World's Crisis" for publication. Lwas quite 
inexperienced in making poetry, but I ventured to send 
them. I insert them here. 

LINES COMrOSED ON THE DEATH OF MY FATHER. 

My father is dead; he has gone to the tomb. 

Farewell, dearest father, farewell ! 
There sweet be thy rest till the Saviour returns; 

Then I hope thou with angels wilt dwell. 

That cold, lifeless form, now in death's chill embrace, 

Lies low in the dark earth so drear; 
Ah, never again shall I gaze on that fiice, 

Until Jesus in glory appear. 
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I ne'er shall forget the last visit I made 

With the dear, aged sire, at his home: 
With pleasure he met me, a tear in his eye, 

Saying, "Daughter, I'm glad you have come.'* 

Our meeting was pleasant, yet solemn withal, 

For I thought of the time we must part, — 
I must bid him adieu, and a kind mother too, 

Although they were dear to my heart. 

By my dear father's side I knelt down in prayer 

To that God whom I love and adore, — 
That around his bright throne we in glory may meet, 

Where Mends shall be parted no more. 

I returned to my home to think of the past, — 

Of my parting with kindred so dear; 
Soon sad tidings came that my father was dead: 

How solemn the sound to my ear! 

When I think of that form, low-bending with age, — 

When I think of that pale, wrinkled brow. 
And those silvery locks whitened out for the grave, — 

My heart whispers, "Where is he now?" 

In the town of New London, the place of my birth, 

He sleeps till the last trump shall sound; 
Then I hope him to meet in my fair Eden home, 

Where the angels in glory surround. 

Farewell, dearest father! and calm be thy rest 
' In the stillness of that dreamless sleep : 
No grief can disturb thee, no dangers molest, 
In that chamber so silent and deep. 

My dear aged mother is left here to mourn; 

But her sorrows will soon have dn end; 
For Jesus is coming to take his saints home: 

From heaven he soon will descend. 

Oh, hail the blest morning when Salem's bright King 

Shall gather his jewels all home ! 
From the east and the west, from the south and the north, 

With singing to Zion they'll come! 
8 



88 LIFE SKETCHES. 

O Jesus! come quickly; we hail thy return 

To nMike the earth blossom again: 
Then thy saints will rejoice as they upward are borne - 

To meet thee in glory! Amen. 

O death! thou art our cruel foe; thou art a common 
traveller through the land; thou mayst triumph now, but 
thou art to be destroyed. We had a dear Sister Jewell, a 
sweet singer in Israel, that had fallen a victim to death, and 
was borne away to the silent tomb, leaving a compsfhion and 
little daughter. We loved that dear sister, and, as we had 
no daughters of our own, we took her little girl, when in her 
fourth .year, to live with us as our own child. We loved 
our little Rosette, and our three sons loved her as though she 
was their own dear sister, and often when away, some play- 
thing or toy was brought home to Rosette. She was very 
near and dear to us, and my husband often said, if he was 
ever blest in any deed, it was in taking that child, and he 
expected to have his reward at the resurrection of the just. 
I tried to treat her as I should like to have others do unto 
mine, were they left orphans ; but I felt the need of wisdom 
from God, as I always felt it to be a trying place to take 
others' children to bring up and govern ; yet .1 felt I could do 
80 by the assistance of my heavenly Father. 

Often, when correcting her for her little faults, I would 
stop, and consider in my mind like this : " How would that 
mother correct her child were she here ? " and I tried to do 
just as I thought she would under the circumstances. She 
was a good little girl, and beloved by our entire household. 
We never learned that her friends were dissatisfied with 

our treatment of her. Once my son, Levi W- , found 

fault with me, because I did not send her to a private 
school ; said if she was our own child, we should send her. 
This was quite a rebuke from our own son, but he loved her 
as a sister^ and thought we ought to give her a good educa- 
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tion. We bought her books, and sent her to all the district 
schools, and did all for her that we felt we should do were 
she our own child. 

Sugar Hill derived its name from the numerous maple- 
trees in its locality ; and in the time of making sugar we oft 
resorted to some of the houses of the brethren, to gather 
around the boiling kettle to eat our fill, which was quite a 
nice treat to us, and we enjoyed it well. 

When at Whitefield, we had visited the Mount Washing- 
ton scenery, and enjoyed its wonders and beauties. We 
had now a desire to visit the Franconia mountains, nine 
miles from our home. There dwelt the " Old Man erf the 
Mountains;" and, as he was always at home, we thought we 
would go and make him a visit. So in good cheer one day 
we started on oiir way, with two other couple to enjoy the 
scenery with us, and in about two hours we entered the 
mountain range; passed the lovely Basin, and the Echo 
Lake, where your voice, a moment after speaking, might 
be heard on the distant mount opposite, answering to your 
call. A few rods beyond was a large public-house, to 
accommodate the mountain company and travellers. We 
sto|>ped a few moments to rest and refresh ourselves, and 
then moved onward deeper into the mountain where dwelt 
the solitary Old Man. We soon came to a little post by the 
way-side, and on it a slab, with the word written thereon, 
" Profile," and a hand pointing to yonder high moun- 
tain. We looked aloft, and there, sure enough, in the high 
cleft rock, sat the lonely old gentleman, who had for cen- 
turies past dwelt there, bachelor-like, solitary and alone. 
We looked with wonder at his aged face, and wondered if 
our God had made him thus, or had some stalwart Indian, 
with his tomahawk and knife, climbed the rock and made 
him look like life. 

8* 
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We finallj concluded no mortal man could reach that 
high cleft rock and carve a face so wrinkled and old. It 
must be God, our great Creator God, that made him when 
he mode the world. 

As we passed on a little, he had vanished from our sight, 
and nought but the rugged mountain could be seen. We 
passed down through the mountains, and, as they towered 
high on either side of the way, we thought of our great 
Creator, who had made the world in six days, — the high 
mountains, and the lovely vales below, — and through nature 
we upward looked to nature's God. Travelling onward a 
few miles, we came to another public-house, where we 
stopped to rest and dine. No city hotel could be kept in 
greater style than that amid the gorgeous mountains. After 
dinner we took a stroll in the woods, and in a few moments, 
.beneath the liuge mount, we were standing by the chasm 
called the " Flume." The rippling waters were running 
through the chasm, while on either side were the huge 
rocks, which looked, by the seam on either side, as though 
once they grew together, and had been split athwart by some 
earthquake, the deluge, or when the rocks were rent at 
the crucifixion of our Saviour. God know«th all things, 
and we but little. 

At one place over the vale, a huge rock had tried to 
make its way into the chasm below ; but, being too large, 
it hung there for the spectator to gaze upon. My husband, 
with others, passed through the vault underneath the hang- 
ing rock, — which made us almost tremble at the sight, — 
and soon were safely on the bank above. We soon started 
on our return, well satisfied with our day's recreations. 

My husband continued to labor for his old employers, and 
as it is no uncommon thing for a blacksmith's shop to take 
fire, that shop had taken fire several times. One night I 



CONFLICTS, TRIALS, AND JOYS. 91 

awoke, and laid awake some time in meditation. I was 
trying at length to compose my mind and go to sleep ; but 
sleep had departed from me. Something seemed to say, 
" Raise the curtain." I did so, and, behold, the shop was 
on fire, and the flanies rolling out upon the roof ! I awoke 
my husband, and then ran to the door and cried at the top 
of my voice, " Fire ! fire ! fire ! " In a moment I heard 
the' blacksmith across the way bound from his bed to the 
fioor ; and in a few moments my husband was running up 
the street, crying, " Fire ! fire I " till the whole neighbor- 
hood was awakened^ and soon many were gathered to the 
blazing shop, where with a few pails of water they quenched 
the flames, and in a short time the fiery element was put 
out, and the old shop stood firm as ever on its basis ; but it 
had a new window in its roof, and a smutty face, which 
was soon exchanged for a whiter one, and the window 
closed. Some thought the wakeful one, who saved the 
shop, was entitled to a new dress ; but no new dress ever 
came. 

My husband's health failed him at times, and he was 
fearful that he would have to leave his work for a while ; 
but, by taking some little antidotes, and bathing daily with 
purjB water, he was enabled to continue his labors, until 
nature finally gave way in a moment of time, and he was 
obliged to suspend work for a while. 

One night, after eating his supper, he lay down upon the 
floor with a chair under his head. This he often did, for, he 
said, he could rest better sometimes so than on the bed ; and 
thus he laid and fell asleep, but awoke very suddenly, and 
. got up ; said he felt uncommonly stupid, and passed out into 
the cook-room to the backdoor. The next thing I heard, 
after he left the room, was a fall that made the house jar. 
I knew in a moment there was trouble, and I started for 
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the kitchen; but, ere I had time to get to the door, my 
joungest son opened it, and eaid, " Father is dead, or in 
a fit, or fainted ! " I ran to his assistance in a moment, 
and he laid stretched upon the floor as if surely he was 
dead. Help was immediately called, and the singing-school 
near by was quickly interrupted, and help came in good 
time. He was carried to the bed, and a doctor soon came 
and pronounced it an apoplectic fit. Our house was filled 
in a few minutes, and a sad time was that to me. It was 
hope and fear for about two hours ; but by skilful treat- 
ment he at length came to himself again, for which I did 
thank my heavenly Father ; for my husband was my ever- 
faithful companion, and I ^id not know how I could live 
without him. For about three weeks he was confined to 
the house, but finally was restored to his former health, 
and was able to attend to his employment again. But 
for months afterwards I had my fears, especially when 
he was out alone, that he might have another fit, and that 
would end his days on earth. 

I ever had a desire, from the time I first moved to the 
north part of New Hampshire, to live nearer my friends, 
that I might see them oftener, and have the privilege of 
their visiting me ; but I had found kind friends there, and 
as my husband felt he could do better there than down 
country, I contented myself to stay, ever feeling it my 
duty to do that which was for our temporal good as well 
as spiritual. 

When the spring of 1855 came, he felt a desire to change 
his situation and move to some other place, as the way 
might open. I wrote to my brother in Methuen, to see 
if there was not a chance for him there, and he wrote us 
there was ; so we concluded to move to that place. We 
sold our little stand, where^we had lived for ten years. 
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to our son Ransom, and the most of our household goods 
at auction. After packing the remainder, my strength was 
gone, and I was glad to go to a neighbor's house and bed 
for rest, A doctor was called in, who gave me something 
to quiet my nerves. I felt a little better next morning, 
but was unable to go on our journey. Next morning we 
took leave of our friends and brethren at Sugar Hill, and 
started in the cars for Methuen, Mass. 

So farewell, brethren and sisters dearl 
We are going away, and leave 70a here; 
Perhaps we ne'er may meet again, 
Until our Lord shall come to reign. 



CHAPTER VII. 

BEMOVAL TO METHDEN, MANCHESTER, FISHERYILLE, AND 
THE DEATH OF MY HUSBAND. 

WE took with US our youngest. son and little girl. 
We left our eldest son in Franconia, and our second 
son was already down country. I endured my journey 
better than I expected. The rattling of the cars, and new 
objects around, seemed to strengthen my nervous system. 
We ^ stayed at my brother's about one week, then our 
goods came, and we commenced house-keeping at Methuen 
village, and my husband his work at blacksmithing. I felt 
that I should enjoy our new life in Massachusetts well. 
We attended meeting in Lawrence ; felt it a pleasant task 
to walk a mile and a half Sabbath morning on the railroad 
track to meet with our brethren of like precious faith. 

Our son Frank, a few weeks before we moved, took it 
into his head to try a sea-life for a while ; sailed as far 
as St. John, New Brunswick ; was satisfied with his voyage, 
and had returned to Lowell. We were glad he had got 
enough of sea-life, and a visit from him was very cheering 
in our new home. Our son Levi soon found employment,- 
at Haverhill, in Mr. Bowley's grocery store, nine miles 
from home. A visit from our editor, J. Merriam, of 
Lowell, was truly a season of refreshing that we never 
shall forget. Our devotional exercises around the family 
* (94) 



? 



REMOVAL TO MANCHESTER. 95 

dltSx was a privilege that we all enjoyed ; but our meeting 
was short. 

In a few weeks our son Ransom, with his wife, came 
down to pay us a visit, which we highly prized ; and, our 
son Frank being at home, we all proposed taking a pleasant 
ride down to Haverhill, to visit my friends there, with 
whom my youngest son was living ; and we were soon on 
our way. Oh, how much I did appreciate that pleasant ride ! 
In a short time we were there, and our little family were 
all together again. A stroll through the streets of that 
old town, with its Gothic buildings and stately domes, was 
very pleasant ; then we returned to tea, and away we go 
to our home in Methuen. Our children soon depart, and 
we are left aJone, except our little Rosette, to cheer our 
household. 

My husband did not like his place quite so well as I 
hoped he might ; for I felt that I should like to spend my 
days here. But the people were not New Hampshire 
people, and he desired to go back again ; and, as he thought 
he could do better at his trade in Manchester, he proposed 
moving there. I had rather stay where we were, but I was 
willing to do as he thought best. So in three months from 
the time we came to Methuen, we moved to Manchester, 
hired a tenement in an upper chamber, and commenced 
keeping house again. 

Our brethren were glad to have. us come among them, 
as some were there with" whom we used to meet in former 
times for worship. We soon became acquainted with many 
others of like precious faith, and were well satisfied with the 
change we had made. I spent considerable of my time in 
writing for the " Crisis," which I felt was not spent in 
vain ; for God blessed me abundantly in trying to commu- 
-nicate my thoughts to others of the household of faith. 
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Our children came to see us, and other friends, and we 
felt we were highly favored of the Lord ; but we soon 
found that this was not our rest, and finally concluded, — 

" There is no place for rest beneath the sun ; 
But there'll be a place in the world to come.'* 

A preacher came to our house from the country, and 
he told my husband of a man in Fisherville, N. H., that 
wanted to hire a smith, and he thought it would be a good 
chance for him. He was pleased with the idea, and went 
up to see the man ; made an engagement ; hired a tene- 
ment ; and in a few days we were on our way to Fisher- 
ville, — a new locality to me, and all strangers excepting 
two nieces of my husband. We arrived safely at the spot, 
found a nice large tenement in a pleasant locality. We 
settled down once more, and hoped we had now found a 
home and a resting-place for the present. 

But, ah, how little did we realize what was before us ! 
Death lay in our pathway, and my sad lot was mourning and 
tears. The good man who had last lived in the tenement 
had died and been borne away to the silent tomb ; and, as I 
listened to that sad tale, a thought rushed to my mind, like 
the whispering of the wind, " Your hmhand will die here ; " 
and the sound passed away. I enjoyed my new home 
nicely. Pleasant neighbors, and a few of the same faith 
with ourselves, made us very well contented with our situa- 
tion. Fisherville is a pleasant, busy village ; everything 
around appeared lovely and beautiful, and the songsters in 
the grove near by, warbling their lovely songs in the morn- 
ing breezes, added to its attractions. 

Our brethren had a weekly prayer-meeting established, 
which was a privilege for us to attend. Sometimes we at- 
tended meetings on the Sabbath, at Canterbury Town House, 
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to hear brother T. M. Preble preach the word of life ; which 
we felt was a great blessing to us. As we were living but 
six miles from the city of Concord, N. H., we went there to 
meeting frequently. 

I had quite a family to care for, although my three sons 
were not with me. As our house was quite convenient for 
boarders, we took quite a number ; and what spare time I 
had, I spent in binding sail-shoes, and sail-sewing ; and what- 
soever my hands found to do, that I did with all my might. 
I feared sometimes I was getting worldly-minded, for I 
seemed to be in a hurry all the time from morning until 
evening, and I learned to my sorrow I was preparing for 
the scene that lay before me. My health for years had 
been poor, and I always expected I should die and leave my 
husband ; never once thought that I should be left a widow, 
a mourner, and alone, until the Spirit seemed to whisper it 
in my ear. In my hurry one day, my husband as usual 
away' to his work, I was running to the shed after wood, 
and like the flitting of a bird passing l;>y, almost as though a 
voice spake, " Tou are going to he a widow " came with 
such force, that I stopped in a moment, and with an audible 
voice, answered, " Not now '* (for I was unwilling it should 
be so). I then moved on to get my wood, and like the 
wind the sound passed away, no more to return until a 
future time, when it proved to be a reality. 

For many years in the past, I had felt, if my dear old 
father died before my mother, I would like to have mother 
live with me ; and now the opportunity presented itself. I 
asked my husband if he was willing ; and he gave his con- 
sent. We wrote to her to come, as she had been living with 
her children since her widowhood, and had no permanent 
home. She was much pleased to come and live with me a 
while, and in the month of July, 1857, my sister came down 
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from New London with her. Oh, how my heart leaped 
for joy when the coach rolled up to the door, and I saw my 
mother was in it, and my dear sister had come to help her 
on her journey, and to make us a visit in our new home ! 

Sister tarried a few days, and then returned to her home, 
leaving our mother with us ; she was well pleased with our 
situation, and enjoyed the society around who called to visit 
her. I intended to keep my mother through life ; but it was 
otherwise ordered. 

Our little Rosette went to school, and was happy with her 
mates. One afternoon we were happily surprised in meet- 
ing some of our old Sugar Hill neighbors. The next day 
we enjoyed a pleasant ride together to Concord, to visit the 
city, and the State Prison, and also the Asylum, and had 
a very pleasant time together. As we went up into the Ob- 
servatory, in the Asylum, there were quite a number of 
ladies that passed up before us, and as the spy-glass lay upon 
the window, they very readily took it up to look upon the 
scenery Vithout, not thinking they must pay for a look. But 
there was a little watchman round, and, as he watched, I felt 
as though it was my privilege to watch him ; for I had no 
mind to leave any coppers there for a sight of the city 
below, for that I could haTve without paying money ; so we 
thought we would not be in a hurry to look through the spy- 
glass until we saw how the ladies fared. They looked as- 
long as they pleased, and were about passing down, when up 
steps the little watchman, demanding pay for their curiosity. 
They were quite abashed, for they little thought of any- 
thing like that One says, " I didn't think we had to pay 
anything ; if I had, I wouldn't looked ; " another blushed and 
said, " I haven't got any money with me ; " but another says, 
"I have, and I'll pay yours;" so the bill was paid (which 
was no more than right), and the ladies passed down. We 
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concluded we would not take a look that time. We were 
soon standing on the free soil of American land, or it would 
have been, were it not /or American Slavery. As it was 
in the time of the court session, we thought we would go 
to the court-house and visit an old acquaintance there, 
whom we met, and had a very agreeable time in walking 
through the diflPerent rooms in the building, where visitors 
were permitted to go. Here my husband parted with that 
friend (brother Parker) for the last time ; they never again 
met. We returned to the house of a friend, took dinner, 
and there parted with our company. We then returned to 
our home in Fisherville. 

The summer of 1856 was an uncommonly hot season. 
My husband's work was very hard ; he almost melted him- 
self setting heavy wagon-tires, and working around a hot fire 
with the scorching sun over his head. He began to fail, but 
still kept to his work. I often felt alarmed about him, fear- 
ing he would be sick. / 

In August the typhoid fever raged considerably; many 
had been sick, but it somewhat abated, and none had died. 
The fears of the people had about subsided, when I made a 
remark like this : " When we think the danger is all past, 
some one will have the fever and die." 

Oh, how true were my thoughts ! but I did not think it was 
coming so near home. One of our neighbors was taken 
down with the fever, and thought to be dangerous. My 
husband, in turn with others, watched with him. The sick 
man finally recovered, and was about again in a few weeks. 

There was quite a number of famihes of Irish descent 
neai* us. One family across the road were in great distress 
one day. I heard the cries and groans in our house, and 
ran to see what the trouble was. I found the man of the 
house had been brought home violently sick, and it was 
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feared he could live but a short time. At a proper time 
I went in to see the poor sufiferer breathe his last, and the 
scene was a melancholy one, — a sight I had never seen 
before. He lay dying, with his hand placed upon his 
stomach, and a large candle brilliantly burning and shining 
upon him, showing his ghastly looks in his death-struggles, 
— the most gloonay sight I ever witnessed. I inquired the 
cause of the burning candle ; they said it was to light him 
through Purgatory. I really hoped I should never have to 
go to so dark a place as to need a candle to light me through. 
Let me have the Lord for my light, and my salvation ; he'll 
lead through the dark valley of the shadow of death. The 
poor man breathes his last, but the light still shines around 
him to show his ghastly countenance. But in due time the 
light is blown out, and he is borne to the grave. 

Mother was as happy in her new home as the aged can 
be in their declining years, and we were prospering as to 
worldly things ; but my poor husband seemed to be failing as 
to bodily strength. I watched him as he went to and came 
from his labor. The bell, that had sounded so lively in the 
spring-time, now sounded mournfully, for I felt he needed 
rest. 

One Saturday he came home quite fatigued, and almost 
worn down ; felt he should not be able to go to meeting on 
the Sabbath to Concord; he ate a little supper and retired. 
In the morning he arose, felt better, and thought he would 
go; hired a team, and we started for Concord to hear 
brother . W. S. Bishop. We had a good meeting ; it held 
quite late, and while on our way home, he said he felt quite 
unwell ; ate but little supper, and reth^ed to rest. 

In the morning he said he did not feel able to work. I told 
him not to go, for he had not so large a family as to require 
him to work when he was not able. He kept his bed, and 
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was very stupid for a few days ; at length he was taken with 
a violent headache. I did all I could to relieve him, but to 
no avail. I sent for a doctor, and he left some powders, 
which relieved him ; but so stupefied him that he was never 
himself again. I wrote to my son Ransom, then at work at 
Lake Village. He came down to see his sick father, 
stayed a day or two with us, but his 6ither was so sleepy 
and stupid he could talk with him but little. When about 
leaving, he told him when he got well he had better move to 
Lake Village, which seemed to please him, and then they 
parted, never more to meet again on earth. Oh, when I 
think of that parting, — the father about to die, and that dear 
son soon to follow him, — yea, while I sit with my pen in hand 
to rehearse the matter over, the scenes are so fresh to my 
mind that briny tears will flow ;' but while I weep for sor- 
row of heart, I think of the precious promise that " weeping 
may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning." ^ 

He grew more and more stupid ; but I thought he would 
come out of it Nvhen the fever turned, and the physician 
said he was doing well ; so I had no fears. 

The last time he sal up, his eyes were fastened upon some 
scripture in large letters, printed on a sheet and fastened 
upon the ceiling, which was this : "For every idle word that 
man shall speak, he shall give an account thereof in the day 
of judgment." 

I saw by his looks that he was getting tired, and I helped 
him to bed as soon as possible. As he lay back upon the 
bed, he seemed for a moment as if dead or dying ; but a 
little cold water brought him to, and when a neighbor 
came in soon after, he remarked that he had died twice ; 
referring, I suppose, to the time he had the fit of apoplexy 
on Sugar Hill. 

My fears were increasing, daily, that he would never get 
9* 
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well, yet I kept hoping, until he was taken with hemorrhage 
of the bowels, then my soul sunk within me. The doctor 
came immediately, and stopped it for a day or two ; but it 
availed nothing, — he must die. 

While standing by his bedside, administering to his wants, 
there lay upon his noble forehead a drop of fresh blood. The 
physician said he knew not from whence it came. I wiped 
it away, but felt solemn, as though I was about to die myself. ' 

I sent for my three sons to come immediately ; and they 
came. I wrote that my son parted with his father for the^ 
last time when there before. I should have said it was the 
last time he ever knew his son Ransom to converse with 
him.' He did come, and when he saw his father was about 
to die, he feared his poor mother could not endure it, and 
oh, how calmly he spake to me words that were remembered 
through all my trials : " Mother, keep as calm as you can." 
I looked upward with childlike simplicity, and God stood by 
me. Oh, how glad was I, in that trying scene, that I had 
three sons to mourn with me, and on whom I* could lean, 
when my husband was gone ! My dear old mother, when 
she saw he must die, cried out from the bitterness of her 
heart, " Poor Levi must die, and I shall lose my good 
home ! " He did not seemingly know any of us, but once, 
while in his death-struggles, cried out so that he was heard 
distinctly in all parts of the house : " Ransom ! Ransom ! " 
and he ran from an adjoining room to learn what he wanted. 
When he, came to his bedside, he said to him, " Take this 
chain from my stomach ; " so we knew he did not know what 
he was saying ; but a solemn foreboding seized my soul when 
I thought of the drop of blood, and that loud call, " Ran- 
som ! " — " and is my eldest son the next, and soon to follow ? " 
I could not bear the thought. 

Ob, that solemn death-bed scene ! and while wife and 
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^^^■Uren stand >47eeping around, he breathes his last. No 

^^^Hj^ shall w/ hear his voice in prayer, around the family 

^PHf ; no more hear his footsteps ; no more sit down at our 

table; no more see him in meetings of worship. Ah, it 

was too painful for me to endure. 

" Oh," then I cried, " my Father, help me now in my afflic- 
tions ! " And then how precious the promise came to my trou- 
bled breast : " I will be thy God and husband, and a father 
♦-to the fatherless," — a promise that I could never realize be- 
fore ; it was like balm to my wounded soul, and it dropped 
like honey into my poor heart Thank Grod for that prom- 
ise! ^ 

Then rushed to my mind that still, small voice, that 
stopped me in my path, announcing to me the sad tidings 
that I was soon to be a widow, and th^ some one would die 
with the fever when least expected. Oh, it was my own 
dear husband, and I am left a widow. It was a reality ; our 
house was a house of mourning ; yet all was well, for he 
died in the Lord, and sleeps in Jesus, but will wake in the 
morning. 

" Asleep in Jesus, — blessed sleep, 
From which none ever wake to weep/* 

Kind neighbors and brethren were ready to aid us in our 
afflictions ; the Methodist friends gave us the use of their 
chapel for the funeral services ; the friends at Concord 
came up to mourn with us in our affliction, and some of our 
4^ relatives came to weep with us and to attend to the funeral. 
"..Elder T. M. Preble preached the funeral discourse; it 
ivas on the resurrection. Text, Ezekiel xxxvii. 12 : 
" Thus saith the Lord, Behold, O my people, I will open 
your graves, and cause you to come up out of your graves, j 

and bring you into the land of Israel." Words of comfort J 

1 
J 
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truly to my wounded heart were administered to me from 
our brother in Christ. We then followed our best earthly 
friend to the lone cemetery in Fisherville, and there de- 
posited him to sleep until the archangel's trump shall 
awake him ; then he'll come forth clad in immortality, and 
robed in glory, to die no more. 

As I had no home that I could call my own, my son Ran- 
som said to me, " Mother, don't worry about a home ; you shall 
live with me as long as I have one." 

My children stayed with me a few days, and regulated 
their father's business, moved me into another tenement, 
and then left for theii^wn occupations. My mother and 
little girl, with husband's niece, were all the company I 
had. Oh, how .sad and lonely were those days ! My son was 
then at Lake Villa J^ at work in a machine-shop, and he 
wrote to me, that if I would remove there, he would come 
down after me when I was ready. I wrote him accordingly, 
and in four weeks he came for me and my goods, leaving' 
my mother to go to Lowell to live with my brother. Be- 
fore leaving Fisherville for Lake Village I wrote a letter an- 
nouncing the death of my husband, and it w^ published 
in the " World's Crisis," and here is a copy of the letter : — 

" LETTER FROM SISTER ABIGAIL MUS8EY. 

".Fisherville, Nov. 2, 1856. 

" Bbotheb Grant : With a sad heart I now seat m3'8elf to in- 
form toy dear brethren and sisters of the cause of my sorrows. Oh, 
ye who weep, I know yon will drop a silent tear while I relate to you 
my sad tale. 

" My dear husband, the companion of my youth, and my support in 
life, is no more. Oh yes, it is even so : my companion and your brother, 
Le-vi Mussey, is dead. He died Oct. 18th, aged forty-seven years. . 

" Painful indeed has been the scene through which I have passed, 
and it came in an unexpected hour. His sickness was short, — only 
four weoks, — aQ4 i^ot thought to be dangerous until the last week. 



1 
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When I saw that my husband must Ifeave me to face the storms of life 
alone, and be housed away in the cold and silent ^rave, it seemed as 
though my heart would break ; but God has supported mo thus far, and 
I trust he will be with me to the end. His promise is sure : * Lo 
lam with you aluxiys, even to the end of the ivorld; * and he will be ' the 
widow's God and a father to the fbiherless,* Precious promises ! how 
they comfort me in this trying hour ! 

" My husband's sickness ended in hemorrhage of the bowels, caused 
by too hard labor through the hot season. The funeral sermon was 
preached by brother Preble. Text, Ezekiel xxxvii. 12. My sad heart 
was truly comforted with the Bible doctrine of the resurrection of 
life from the dead. Yes, ' All them that sleep in Jesus will God bring 
with him.* Precious promise 1 And will God indeed bring up his 
saints from their graves, and give them inftiortality, to die no more ? 
Blessed be the God of Israel, his promise is sure : * tiie earth shall cast 
out her dead.* Oh, then I shall meet my dear husband again ; for I be- 
lieve he sleeps in Jesus, and will arise in the morning of the resurrec- 
tion in the likeness of his Lord ! 

" Twenty-five years we have lived together in peace, and shared each 
other's joys and sorrows. We were converted and baptized together. 
Eighteen years we have tried to serve God. Oft have we been to the 
house of God in company, through cold and heat, snow and rain,^ 
summer and winter ; and at the prayer-meeting we have loved to fill 
our place. I am left lonely in very deed. I go to the house of God 
alone. I look for my husband, but he is not there ; his place is vacant. 
Oh, how I miss him ! and while the silent tears course down my cheek, 
I think, 

* The better land no sorrow knows ; 

There liushed is every sigh ; 

The Saviour's hand in kindness wipes 

The tear-drop from each eye.' 

"For years wo have bowed together around the family altar, and ~ 
offered up our humble prayers to God that we might be kept from the 
evils of this last day and generation. He has been a believer in the 
near coming of the Lord ever since it has been preached, and has 
looked with bright anticipation to the different points of time when he 
believed Jesus would como to deliver his people ; and although disap- 
pointed in his expectations, yet his course'was still onward, believing 
the promise sure : ' / will come again and receive you to myself thai 
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where lam there ye may be also.* This house was always a home for 
the pilgrim. 

" But he rests in hope. His voice I no more hear ; and the sound of 
prayer from his lips is hushed. I miss him by my fireside. I miss him 
at my table. I miss him when I go out, and as I come in ; and, were 
it not for the hope of the gospel, to buoy up my spirits, I must sink. 
But the arm of the Lord is thrown around me to support, and thus 
far I can say with the Psalmist, * Hitherto the Lord hath helped me.' 

" Brethren and sisters, I need your prayers, and I trust I shall have 
them. We have taken great comfort in reading the * Crisis ; ' for he 
always loved the paper, and many hours has he spent in the evening 
reading it to me wliile I sat by his side at my work. But his charity ex- 
tended beyond the * Crisis,' for he believed there were good brethren in 
the world that did not beli#re just as he did ; and many times in the 
last two years he remarked that some ef us were too uncharitable. All 
that had the spirit of Christ, he owned as his brethren. The sound of 
the gospel was music to his ears^, let it come from whence it would. 
The last sermon he listened to was from brother Bishop, at Concord. 
But he has offered his last prayer, and his accounts are sealed up to the 
judgment of the great day ; and my fervent prayer to God is, that I 
may so live as to meet him in the better land, where parting will come 
no more, where death will never divide us, where friends will meet 
again who have loved. Your sister in affliction." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

REMOVAL TO LAKE VILLAGE, AND MY RECEPTION. — TRIALS 
AND SICKNESS, AND THE DEATH OF MT SON. 

1 

NOVEMBER 11, 1856, my dear son Ransom came down 
from Lake Village and removed my goods to that 
place, and the morning following, I bade my mother good-by, 
she to go to Concord on her way to Lowell, and I with my 
little Rosette started for Lake Village. In less than two hours 
we arrived in safety at the place of our destination. My son 
met us at the depot, and we followed him to our new home, 
where we met his wife who very eordially greeted us, and 
had already our furniture nicely arranged in a little snug 
house, well fitted for a small family, and we commenced 
house-keeping together. 

Our brethren and sisters were glad to have me co'Sie 
among them, — some with whom we had been acquainted for 
years, — and although they missed the absent one, yet they 
were glad to have me as a neighbor, and a laborer in their '■. 

meetings. I came among them in tears and mourning, and \ 

1 truly felt the need of their sympathy and prayers, and . ! 

those I felt assured I had, and they were aU very dear to 
me with whom I became acquainted. There was a little 
Church of Advent believers, and with tliem I united in 
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church capacity, and we enjoyed some precious seasons to- 
gether in the worship of God. 

But I was lonely and sad. The cold winds and the fall- 
ing snow looked dreary to me ; for I often thought of my 
poor husband lying beneath the cold snows of a dreary 
winter, and it was too painful for me. Lonely days and 
sleepless nights soon brought me upon a sick-bed, and 
under a doctor's care. My son and his wife did all they 
could to cheer my poor, aching heart, and make me com- 
fortable ; and my little girl was as kind to me as an own 
daughter could be ; but sleep seemed to depart from me. 
I could hear the town-clock strike its hours until near the 
morning dawn, mournful as the tolling bell for a loved 
friend. 

But, amid all my sorrows, I tried to trust in God, and 
his promise was sure: ^^ 1 will never leave thee; I will he 
the widow's God^ I believed, looked up, and cried, " My 
Father! Oh, my Father!" There was but one thing I 
desired to live for, and that was to labor in the vineyard of 
the Lord ; and I promisedN him, if he would restore me to 
health, I would be faithful, and my time and all I had 
should be spent in his service. I soon began to gain, and 
in a few weeks I was able to be out to meeting again. I 
tried to keep my promise good, and God was with me. 

I felt that a journey to Manchester would be a pleasure 
to me, as L had a son and a nephew there ; and it might 
strengthen up my nervous system to have a change of 
scenery, and visit friends. So I prepared accordingly, and 
was soon on my way to Manchester. My nephew was then 
keeping a boarding^hpuse, and I made a home with him a 
few weeks ; and my son Frank coming in occasionally 
made it quite pleasant, and I gained my health and spirits 
nicely, and began to think I should be able to work again. 
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I thought I must go to Lowell and see my dear mother 
before I returned to Lake Village ; and one morning early, 
while it was yet dark, I stepped on board the cars, and was 
in Lowell in time to take breakfast with my brother's 
family and my mother, quite unexpectedly to them. I 
visited them a few days, and then started for Manchester 
and Lake Village. When I returned, my son's wife had 
gone to Sugar Hill to see her friends, and he was boarding 
out; but we soon began to keep house again. In March 
he went up himself to see to his things, as there was his 
little home; and when he returned, his wife came back 
with him. 

We kept house a few months, but my health continued 
poor, and it was thought best to break up house-keeping ; 
he and his wife board out, and I be at liberty to go where I 
pleased. About the time we were thinking of breaking up 
house-keeping, my son Levi came up from Haverhill to 
make us a visit ; and the friends in Lake Village were 
having a protracted meeting, and quite a number expe- 
rienced religion. Oh, what a desire I had that Iny children 
might share in the revival, especially my youngest son, as 
he was soon to leave, and perhaps it might be the last call 
of mercy to him ; but he declined all the entreaties of a 
mother, and the servants of the Lord, and left us, choosing 
his own course. 

We broke up house-keeping, and as I was packing away 
my things, my poor heart sunk within me again. There 
was one box stood in the room, with my husband's clothes in 
it, and it seemed to me if he had lain there in his coffin 
I should not have felt any worse. My strength was gone ; 
I could do no more ; and I felt the need of the promise 
being renewed. So I left all and away upstairs, sighing 
and groaning as I went. I entered into my closet and shut 
10 
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the door ; and then I prayed to my Father to renew his 
promise to me once more, and give me strength to perform 
the labor which^ lay before me. And he heard my cries ; 
he pitied every groan. Sti^ength was imparted, and I went 
down to my work praising God for a fresh token of his 
loving-kindness and tender mercies over me. Surely the 
Lord is a stronghold in the day of trouble. My son and 
wife went to a neighbor'-s to board, and my little Kosette 
went up to Sugar Hill to live with her father. I truly felt 
sad when I went with her to the depot, and the tears rolled 
down her little cheeks while I was giving her my last 
instruction to be a good girl and love the Saviour. She 
seemed very near to me; I took her when in her fourth 
year, and she had lived with us eight years, and now I 
must give her up to the care of others. Oh, my family 
is broken up, and tears and sorrows are mine while I 
remain in this world ! But still I look up and hope in the 
mercy of God, "looking for that blessed hope, and the glo- 
rious appearing of the great God, and our . Saviour Jesus 
Christ." This hope cheers me when all earihly prospects 
falL 

I had now no home, and I thought I would visit my 
friends a while ; and, if I could regain my strength, I 
would go out to work and earn a livelihood if possible. 
I was willing and not ashamed to labor with my hands, or 
in taking care of the sick. I went down to Haverhill, 
where my son lived with my brother and niece, stopped a 
few days, and then went to my brother's in Methuen, wliei'e 
my mother then was on a summer's visit. I gained my 
strength nicely, began to think if I could find some good 
sister in Christ that wanted help, I would volunteer to work 
for her. I went to Lawrence, in company with my mother 
and brother, for a pleasant fide, and called to see a sister 
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there ; and it so happened she was out of health, and 
wanted me to stop and work for her a week or two. I 
concluded to stay and try it ; so my brother and mother re- 
turned, and I commenced my labor at house^york; got along 
nicely ; and sister Stokes being of a lively turn, I gained 
in health and spirits. Soon another lady on the Atlantic 
Corporation wanted help, and, being recommended, I went 
to work for her. I had the privilege of attending meetings, 
and, surely, were I deprived of this, I could not be con- 
tented anywhere, for it was the only green spot upon 
earth to me. I found, after I had worked a few weeks, my 
strength was failing me ; and I began to fear lest I should 
have to give up my work, which I was unwilling to do. 

One Sunday there was a meeting appointed at the jail 
for the benefit of the poor, unfortunate prisoners. I felt 
quite a desire to go and see them, and hear what the 
preacher had to say. It was a hot, sultry summer day, and 
I hardly felt able to walk a half-mile ; but ventured forth 
with some other friends, and after much weariness arrived 
at the jail, and walked into the meeting-room. The preacher 
was in the desk, and the prisoners were all seated. Men 
and women were there, each class by themselves. The men 
were dressed in striped shirts and blue overalls, and the 
women in blue drilling dresses. They looked clean and 
tidy, but a «ad look upon each countenance. I looked upon 
them with pity, to think they had been so unfortunate as to 
be deprived of their liberty. I thought it would be a good 
place to preach free salvation to them that are bound. But, 
alas, for the preaching ! it was just nothing, and continued 
so through the whole discourse. The preacher took his 
text out of the Bible, and kept out of it most of the time ; 
it went over the head, instead of touching the heart Oh, 
how I wished I could have the privilege of preaching Jesus 
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to those poor sinners ! How I wanted to point tliem 
to the Lamb of God, that taketh away the sin of the world ! 
But, alas for poor me ! no such privilege as that was 
granted me ; for I had no written sermons to read ; but I 
prayed God to have mercy upon them, and show them 
their situation, that they might see and believe that Jesus 
died to save the chief of sinners. 

I left as soon as the meeting was done. I returned, and 
took my bed, and a sick night it was to me. I saw at a 
glance my work was done there, and the ne:^t day sister 
Stokes' took me in a carriage to my brother's, about three 
miles distant. I was sick and discouraged, tired, lonely, 
and homesick, and no home to go to. Oh, how dark and 
foreboding was everything around me ! Still I tried to look 
up and trust in God. 

My friends were kind, and did all they could for me ; 
but still it was not home, and home I had none. One day, 
as I lay musing upon my bed, a thought came to my mind, 
that as soon as I was able, I would go up to Lake Village, 
get me a room, and I would have me a little place I could 
call home ; for, " be it ever so lowly, there is no place like 
home." This thought seemed to break the dark cloud from 
my mind, and in a few days I was able to take the cars for 
Lake Village. I arrived there in safety, and was cheered 
by my brethren and sisters, who were glad to see me back 
again. I told them what my calculations were, and it pleased 
them well. I had a nice, pleasant chamber offered me quite 
reasonably, and I resolved to make me a home there. 

During my absence, my son had gone to Sugar Hill, 
and I missed him very much. I wrote him a letter that 
I had returned, and was to commence house-keeping soon, 
and wished him to come down and work in the shop again. 
Li the mean time he had received a letter that he was 
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wanted again in the machine-shop ; and in a day or two, as 
I was looking down the road, whom should I see coming but 
my own dear son ! Oh, how a mother's heart leaped for 
joy, when she saw her darling boy ! . . . Oh, let me stop 
a moment and wipe the falling tear, while I recall scenes 
that are in the past ! And where now is that dear son, who 
caused his mother's heart and countenance to beam with 
gladness, when he appeared to her vieiy ? The sequel will 
soon disclose. He was glad to meet his mother there, and 
soon was at his work again. Gaining in health and spirits, 
I prepared to go to house-keeping. 

My youngest son was at the time peddling for a man in 
Massachusetts, and he came to Lake Village for a few days. 
When the time came that he must leave, those brothers 
parted never to meet again. Oh, how the briny tears course 
down my cheeks, while I ponder over my past history ! 

My dear son called to bid his mother good-by, and now 
while I bring him to mind, as he stood upon the door-step 
at my brother Davis's, bidding me farewell, sadness fills my 
heart, and tears freely flow. That was the last time I 
ever gazed upon his fair face ; and who can tell where now 
he lives, or if beneath a southern soil he lies ? 

My Father knows, for his all-searching eye doth scan 
From east to west; he^sees through every land; 
He has watched the wanderings of my wayward son ; 
But mother's praj'ers have never brought him home. 

In September, 1857, 1 commenced keeping house by my- 
self, and very pleasant it was to have a home once more. 
There was a stocking-mill near by and I had the privilege 
(in common with others) of making stockings for a shilling 
or twenty cents a dozen. I enjoyed my work well, and as I 
was living near the Advent chapel, I attended most of the 
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meetings, and we were a united company, looking for re- 
demption at the coming of the Master. My son often called 
to see me, and I was as happy as a lone widow could be, 
bereft of a kind companion, and I was called a happy wom- 
an. Some called me Advent nightingale, — a very pretty 
name which I was not displeased with. My happiness was 
all in consequence of my blessed hope, and God blessed me 
because I trusted in him ; and oh, how sure was the promise, 
" / will he the widow's God.^* I often had fears, from the 
time of my husband's death, that some one of my children 
would die, and thought, if their lives could be spared, I 
would be patient under all my present trials. 

My eldest son, from a child, was always a remarkably 
steady boy, and beloved by all that knew him ; and, as he 
had a home, I could live with him when he kept house if I 
pleased. On him I depended, and to him looked for coun- 
sel ; and whatever he thought mother had better do, that I 
thought was for the best, and was willing to abide by his 
judgment. 

My brethren and neighbors were very kind to me, and 
a pleasant, kind family in the house, and a lovely prospect 
without, made my home look as pleasant to me as any spot 
I could see in the village ; but still I was living in fear : 
something was before me which depressed my spirits at 
times ; but I tried to keep above it and look to Christ who 
'was ever near. There was a young man, about the age of 
my son, who had been one of his intimate friends on Sugar 
Hill, that came down to Lake Village to work ; he tarried a 
few weeks, and was intending to move his little family down 
as soon as he could find a suitable tenement, but was taken 
unwell, and went home. The next time I heard from poor 
Almond, he was dead and in his grave, which caused sad- 
ness to come over my mind. I knew he had a mother to 
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mourn his loss, and a kind wife to grieve, and full well did 
I know the sorrows of a widow's and a mother's heart. 

I occasionally had calls to take care of the sick, and tried 
to hold myself in readiness to do so, but was always glad to 
get back to my little chamber again. I was so pleasantly 
situated that my son thought, if he tarried through the 
winter, he would have his wife come down and they would 
board with me. This was pleasing to me, for then I knew I 
should have him to see to getting my provisions and wood, 
and I should share their company through a cold dreary 
winter. But alas I my hopes were blasted, for. business was 
growing dull, and hard times were coming on. Mr. Cole 
was under the necessity of turning away part of his hands, 
and those must go who had no families there ; and so my son 
with some others was dismissed. He was a good workman 
and beloved by his employer and associates, but it was his 
lot to go, and mine to part with him. Before he left, he had 
taken cold, but was able to be about ;' came over to see that 
I had things comfortable for the coming winter ; got me 
some groceries, and I was well cared for. The day he left, 
he took dinner with me ; put a silver half-dollar on the table ; 
bade me good-by, and started for the depot. When I first 
heard he was going home, the thought rushed into my mind 
like the whistling of the wind : " Ransom is going up to Sugar 
HIU to die ! " I tried to banish the thought from my mind ; 
but, oh, it was that monitor that had followed me for months 
in the past, and it was too painful for me. I said nothing to 
him, and tried to keep it from my mind as much as possible, 
hoping it was nothing more than imagination. I felt sad, 
but shed no tears. I watched the cars as they crossed the 
bay opposite the house. I sat at my window, sorrowful and 
alone, and as the cars went whistling by upon the bridge, 
bearing away my good son, the thought rushed into my mind 
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again, " He has gone to Sugar Hill to die." Oh, what a 
moment of grief was that to me ! I gave vent to my feel- 
ings, and my tears flowed freely ; and in the bitterness of 
my heart I cried, " Cruel death has borne away my husband 
to the grave, and now the cars are bearing away my dear 
son to Sugar Hill to die." It seemed to be more than I 
could bear, and I sighed and groaned and wept and prayed 
until the cars were out of sight and hearing. And while in 
the midst of my grief, there came a still, small voice, which 
soothed my sorrows, — " Jesus lives, Jesus lives, no more to 
die ! " I gave a shout, " Glory to God ! " I was happy 
amidst my tears. ^ 

" My husband may be in the^ cold, dark tomb, but Jesu% 
lives ; my son may be borne away to his home to die, but 
Jesus lives, Jesus lives, no more to die ! Glory to his precious 
name ! he is near ; he will stand by me though earthly friends 
fail me ; he will be with me in six troubles, and in the 
seventh he will not forsake me, no, never ! " 

I went about my woi^k as usual, looked to God for 
strength to endure all the trials that it was my lot to pass 
through. 

Elder J. H. Shipman was living near my son, and in 
about two weeks he came down to Lake Village to preach, 
having been their preacher half the time the year previous. 
He called to see me, and my first inquiry was, " How is 
Ransom ? I fear he is sick, for I have had a premonition 
that he had gone away to die." He smiled. He was well, and 
hoped that would not be the case. I felt a little relieved,, 
but still anxiety followed me. I was called to take care of 
a sick woman near by, and I went, thinking it my duty to 
do all the good that was in my power. I had been there 
two or three weeks, and the sick woman was gaining nicely. 
One afternoon sister Davis came into the yard, and I ran to 
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meet her ; for I was always glad to see her who had been so 
kind to me in my afflictions. "When I got to the door she 
gave me a letter. I looked at the envelope, and it told me 
Ransom was very sick with the typhoid fever. I gave a 
scream, with groans and tears, while I gave utterance to the 
feelings of my heart : " Ransom will die, oh, I know he 
will die ! What shall I do ? My son will die ! O God ! save 
me, save me ! " 

The next day I was in the cars and on my way to Sugar 
Hill, weeping and praying as I went, and when the cars 
stopped, I felt as though I would, if I could, push them 
along, so fearful was I he would not live until I got there. 
I left the cars at Lisbon, about seven miles from Sugar Hill. 
A young man was there from the place, and I inquired of 
him if my son was living. He told me " Yes," and was 
more rational ; which was quite a relief to me. He took me 
in his carriage, and in about two hours I entered the sick- 
chamber of my beloved son. He was sitting, bolstered up 
in his chair, and knew his mother ; and his first inquiry was, 
" Mother, how have you got along since I came away ?" I 
told him I had got along nicely, which pleased him. The 
doctor was there doing his best to save him ; his wife was a 
good nurse, and hoped by careful treatment he would get 
well ; and for a while he appeared to be a little better, and 
there was some cause of hope ; but still I feared. 

After a while a change came over him, and we saw he 
must die. Oh, the bitterness of my heart in that moment ! 
None but a God could know my sorrows. My last earthly 
prop was about to be taken away from me. How could I live ? 
And will God strengthen me to endure this trying scene ? 
He hath said, I will never leave thee. I believe it. Lord ; 
help me, poor me, thine unworthy child. The dying strug- 
gles came, and his poor afflicted wife, who had so carefuUy 
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watched him and hoped he would recover, was obliged to 
give him up to die. And oh, that death-bed scene,' and 
those dying groans pierced my poor, aching heart. I left 
the chamber to find a place in the house where I could not 
hear him, but of no avail ; his dying groans followed me, 
and I returned to the chamber, and his wife, while standing 
over him, in her distress, had fallen into a spasm and was 
taken from the room. It seemed to me I must die too. I 
had one son with me to mourn, and kind, sympathizing 
neighbors standing around ; but none could give relief to the 
poor, dying boy ; he must struggle with the grim monster 
alone. 1 walked the hall in agony, praying to God to re- 
lease him from his sufferings ; and when he breathed his 
last, as much as I loved him, I felt relieved, for his suffer- 
ings were over. 

"But where is my youngest son? Why does he not 
come ? " I had written to him of his l^rother's dangerous 
illness, and for him to hasten hither, but he comes not ; 
something must be the matter. The dear one is gone to 
rest, and his eyes are closed in death ; but we have a hope 
that he sleeps in Jesus, for in his sickness he gave himself 
anew to God, and called upon his name ; and none that ever 
truly come have ever asked in vain. 

He was prepared for burial and we retired to rest, but 
not to sleep. I arose in the morning and walked out into 
the street; it was dark and rainy. Oh, my poor, aching 
heart, when I thought, " My dear Ransom is dead, and must 
soon be buried up in the cold, cold ground," I feared I should 
let go my strong hold and sink under the load. I knftw my 
heavenly Father would save me from sinking if I trusted 
in him, but I was fearful I should not have strength of mind 
to look up and trust him still ; and full well I knew he was 
my only prop. I went into brother Shipman's, and as I 
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entered th« house, I told him I was afraid I should be crazy, 
for my trouble seemed mope than I could endure. He spake 
words of comfort to me, and we knelt down in prayer and I 
tried to give myself renewedly to God, and felt that he did 
hear and would save. We made preparation for the funeral 
services. 

As I walked into the room, after he was prepared for 
burial, there lay my son in the same spot where he stood 
four years before, in health and in the bloom of life, and 
was united in marriage to Phebe Wells, the choice of his 
youth. No sparkling eye, no blooming cheek, no buoyant 
step, no voice to greet me, no tongue to speak ; all, all is 
hushed in death and soon must be consigned to the prison- 
house prepared for the dead. He was borne to the meeting- 
house arid the funeral sermon preached by J. H. Shipman, 
and words of comfort and consolation were administered, 
and we then followed him to the tomb. On bearing him 
away, I thought within myself, " Oh that Jesus were here, 
as iji days past, when he raised the lone widow's son at 
Nain ! Oh that I could see him coming up the road to meet 
us on the way, and make inquiry who was dead, and if it 
could not be said he was an only son of a widow, it might 
be told, * He is the son of a weeping widow, and she loved 
him ; ' and would he not feel my sorrows, and say, * Young 
man, arise,' and the dead come forth, and he present him to 
his mother? What mother's heart could be made more 
joyful than mine? But, alas! the days of miracles are 
past ; Jesus is hot here in person now, as then ; but he has 
conquered death, and will surely come again and raise his 
sleeping saints, and they will live to die no more." Tiiis 
hope cheered my sad heart as he was lowered down into the 
cold, damp grave, there to await the voice of the archangel, 
and the trump of God. Then he'll live when Jesus comes ; 
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and there was a rainbow of hope suspended o'er the tomb, 
and we mournfully withdrew and left him there to rest. 

But I had another son, and where was he? No one 
knew ; for two or three weeks I was in a state of -suspense, 
about him. I was satisfied my son knew, but feartefi it would 
be too much for mother to endun^ ; but finally told me, after 
much persuasion, he suspected he had enlisted in the U. S. 
Army. I felt somewhat relieved, for I did not know but he 
was dead. But ah, the sad thought he had gone into the 
army, perhaps for fiv6 years. I knew it would be a living 
trouble, but yet I might see him again, and my prayers 
^ should follow him. And God had promised to be a Father 
to the fatherless ; my cry was, " Watch over him, oh, my 
heavenly Father ! " About the time my son was taken 
sick, there was quite a revival spirit moving among the 
people, and some had professed religion. After he died, the 
good work went on in power, untij almost every family in 
Lisbon seemed to share in the reformation, and the baptis- 
mal waters were visited quite often. Backsliders were re- 
claimed, and many youthful friends gave their hearts to the 
Lord. So in the midst of death, life had sprung up. One 
sister in Christ, who witnessed the death-bed scene of my 
son, was taken sick a few days after, and in about one week 
lay a lifeless corpse, leaving a companion and children to 
mourn her loss. Oh^how short is life ! how brittle the thread ! 
how sudden the changes in families ! how many heart-rending 
scenes in this mortal, corruptible state ! Oh, let Death, the 
enemy, be destroyed; let the curse be removed; let Eden 
bloom on earth again. Oh, restore life's healing tree ! Let 
earth's sorrows have an end, and saints the victoiy ^n. 
. My son Franklin went to Manchester a few days after 
his dear brother was buried, married him a wife and re- 
turned to mother with a new daughter-in-liiw. This pleased 



VISIT TO SUGAR HILL. 121 

me somewhat, for I had never had any of mj own ; and 
xjow I had two daughters to call me mother. Here I found 
my little Rosette, that used to call me "Ma* Mussey," and 
could still, and although she was not now under my care, 
she seemed very near to me. 

I had now come to Sugar Hill for the first time after our 
removal from the place ; and oh, how much I missed my hus- 
band ! As I looked into the shop where he worked, and 
walked the street where he used to travel, and entered the 
house where we once hved with our little family group, all 
looked sad and gloomy to me ; and my son had now gone to 
the shades of death. It was more than I could endure ; poor, 
weak human nature almost sank under the pressure that 
bore me down, for my heart was almost overwhelmed with 
grief; but I looked up through my teai's to my heavenly 
Father, and he whispered " peace." Yes, 

" Peace, troubled soul, thou need'st not fear, 
For th}'^ Redeemer's always near." 

I believed, hoped, trusted, and I was saved. 

As I entered the little chapel where we oft resorted for 
the worship of €rod, and there saw that vacant seat, and 
the shape of his head upon the plastering where he used to 
lean (for my husband had one place in the corner where he 
used to sit), I had hardly strength to stand upon my feet ; 
frail nature almost gave away again ; my groans filled the 
house, and the tears flowed from many a heart and eye be- 
side my own. I opened my mouth in prayer to God, and 
my petitions reached the throne of God, and the sweet 
answers came, " Zo, lam with you alwaysJ* " / will he with 
thee in six troubles, and in the seventh I will not forsake 
theeJ' Oh, how sweet the promises ! how full of love ! 
They were like balm, and heavenly cordial to my troubled 
11 
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Boul. " 1 will never leave thee." Oh, bow sure ! " Praise the 
Lord, oh, praise the Lord ! Praise him in the highest ! yea, let 
everything that hath breath praise the Lord ! " God was 
in the place, aijd we all knew that he was there. I needed 
the prayers of God's children, and I had them. When I 
thought of my brethren at Lake Village, I knew they were 
praying for me, and I felt God's mighty arm was thrown 
around to support me in answer to prayer. 

While brooding over my troubles, I thought of my past 
feelings, and the fears I had that some of my children would 
die. I thought, " Well, my fears are realized ; the thing that 
I feared is come upon me." A thought came that some of 
God's ancient servants were in trouble like me, and had 
used words similar to mine, and they were written in the 
Bible ; but where shall I find them ? I immediately took the 
precious book, and it occurred to my mind they were words 
like the afflicted, patient Job. I turned to Job, and in a mo- 
ment found the chapter, and read the feelings of my own 
heart. 

Job 5 th : 24th, 25 th, and 26th verses. " For my sighing 
Cometh before I eat, and my roarings are poured out like 
the waters. For the thing which I greatJy feared is come 
upon me, and that which I' was afraid of is come unto me. 
I was not in safety, neither had I rest, neither was I quiet, 
yet trouble came." 

I knew not that those words were in the Bible before ; 
but they were the language of my own tongue, and ex- 
pressed the feelings of my own troubled heart, and the 
Spirit of God led my mind to them. 

I tarried on Sugar Hill about six weeks, and then pre- 
pared to go back to Lake Village, a deeper mourner than 
when I came. I could see, from day to day, my daughter- 
in -law making hei way silently and mournfully to the lone 
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burying-ground, to weep over her departed husband, — a 
■ privilege that would be denied me ; but duty called and I 
must go. 

So farewell my sod, I must leave you to rest; 

With a sad aching heart I must go: 
Then sleep on, dear Ransom, till the bright morning's dawn; 

Then we meet where no tears ever flow. 

Eansom E. Mussey died in Lisbon, Sug^ Hill, N. H., 
Dec 1st, 1857, aged twenty-four years and three months. 
" So fades the jQower." 



CHAPTER IX. 

MY RETURN TO LAKE VILLAGE. — MY LONELINESS AND 
WANDERINGS, LABORING AMONG THE SICK, VISITING MY 
BRETHREN, AND ATTENDING CAMP-MEETINGS, ETC, ETC. 

I RETURNED to Lake Village, a sad, mourning widow. 
I had buried my oldest son, and my youngest was gone 
I knew not where ; but my trust was in God ; and kind sym- 
pathizing friends with their prayers helped buoy up my 
spirits; and thus I was' enabled through grace to give glory 
to my great Creator daily, for his watchful care over me. 

My little chamber w^as lonely, and no son to call in to 
cheer a mother's heart; but Jesus was there. The apples 
bought for him to eat before he went away were withering, 
and a mother bedews them with her tears. The groceries 
he had bought for mother reminded her of his loving care. 
Sadly the days and weeks pass away, yet the Lord was a 
light unto me ; yea, he was my sun and my shield ; he gave 
me grace and glory, and withheld no good thing from me. 

I continued to keep house until spring. I thought that, if 
able to go out to work, I could earn more and do better 
than to keep house an8 pay rent. I received a letter from 
a friend in Cambridge, inviting me to come there and work 
for a lady who wanted a " Yankee Woman^* and she" thought 
I would do well to come. I packed away my thiags, and 
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was soon on my way to Cambridge. I stopped at Concord, 
and purchased some grave-stones to put to my husband's 
grave in Fisherville cemetery, and then moved onward in 
the flying chariots to Cambridge. My friend met me in 
Boston, and conducted me to my place of destination. 

I worked a few days at house-work, but soon found my 
strength was not sufficient for the task. I then sewed for the 
lady a few days ; received $2.50 for my work, and then 
went to spend a few days with the friend who wroteme to 
come to Cambridge. We enjoyed ourselves very well to- 
gether, although the society around were mostly Irish. 

One day there was an old lady called to borrow a ten-cent 
piece to buy her a little rum. She was thirsty, and she loved 
that which made her feel well ; but they had no money for 
her. She however found some elsewhere, and the next 
morning she was found dead under the window of her son's 
house, where she resided. My friend took me out one day 
for a pleasant walk, to view the scenery around, which was 
lovely indeed. "We called in at one house where a young 
Irish lady was playing on the piano. I loved music, and 
she was a lovely player, and her fingers moved very nimbly 
over the notes ; her old mother came in while her daughter 
was playing a lively tune, dancing as she came ; had taken 
just enough to make her feel merry. She passed compli- 

\ ments with us, and then waited upon my friend on to the 

floor for a dance. I began to think I had got into the 
wrong pew, but would wait patiently until they had got 
through with their sport, and then we would leave, — never 
once thinking I should be invited to dance, as I had left that 
recreation many years ago. But when they had got 
through, my friend sat down, and the nimble old lady came 
dancing along to me, with an invitation to take a dance with 

^ her-; which I, of course, declined. " But you must take a 

I 
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dance ! " " Oh, no, no, my good lady, I don't dance." — *^But 
you shall! " and, suiting the action to her words, she took me 
by the hand, and tried to pull me on to the floor. I did not 
know but she would get me on to the dancing-fioor in spite 
of all I could do. I began to be a little alarmed, for I 
thought I should be a spectacle to men and angels too, if I 
should be seen dancing with an Irish woman at the sound oi 
the piano. She would not give it up ; she tried once more, 
and took hold of my shoulder to pull me on to the floor, 
while I still refused and begged to be excused. The 
daughter, a lovely girl of twenty years, more refined and 
lady-like than the mother, requested her mother to desist ; 
and the old lady then gave me up, which was quite a relief 
to me, and my friend's husband soon came in and helped the 
old lady finish out her dance, and she became quiet. 1 was 
then invited to sing while the daughter would play. I im- 
mediately struck in and sung the feelings ef my heart, — 

"Here o'er the earth as a stranger I roam, 
Here is no rest — is no rest," — 

in mournful plaintive tones, — so slow, and so much heaven in 
it, that those fingers that had so nimbly played the dancing- 
tune, could hardly stop to play in such notes, and stopped to 
listen to me. I sung through my little hymn and stopped. 
The old lady complimented me finely ; thought I must have 
been a beautiful singer when young. We bid them good- 
night and withdrew. 

I tarried a few days in th§ vicinity, and then went to 
Somerville, to visit a brother and his family with whom I 
had become acquainted in the country some years be- 
fore. As he was a preacher, and was then laboring in the 
city of Portsmouth, he thought I could get work there, and 
would be a benefit to the church, as there was quite an in- 
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terest and some had experieuced religion. I had prayed 
God to direct me in a way that might be for his glory and 
for my best good ; knowing, if I followed my own ways, I 
would surely go wrong. I had no earthly friend to lean 
upon, no earthly one to look to for counsel, and no one could 
point out my duty to me. I committed myself entirely to 
God, and oh, how mu6h, and how often, I prayed to my 
heavenly Father to guide and shield me in the hour of temp- 
tation and keep me from every snare. I felt a spirit to 
labor in the church, and it was the most peaceful place I 
could find on earth. No green spot could I find in this dark 
world only in the house of God. I waa willing to work with 
my hands, and work was no disgrace or burden to me ; but I 
felt it duty to spend a portion of my time in the vineyard 
of the Lord, and I promised him I would go and labor with 
my brethren wherever the doors were open and I was in- 
vited to go. I never felt to go without fearing I might be a 
burden, or go where I was not wanted. I told my brother 
if the brethren wished me to come to Portsmouth, I should 
feel it duty to go, providing my fare could be paid. 

He went to Portsmouth, and I tarried with his family in 

his absence. One day sister W and I walked out. As 

they were living in full view of the old ruins of the convent 
in Charlestown, I thought I should like to get a little nearer 
to it, and take a survey of its locality, for I remembered of 
hearing of the burning of the Charlestown convent in my 
youthful days, and also why it was burnt. So we started on 
our way, looking at its old, dark, Gothic wall, looming up 
towards the heavens, as if a monument of God's displeasure ; 
but I soon found the nearer we got to it, the less we could see 
of it, and when we had walked nearly a mile, we came to a 
high board fence, and then we could see nothing. I truly 
thought we had taken "our labor for our pains ; for the huge 
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gate waa baut and locked, so tliat no Protestant might inter 
the enclosure, to walk around the ruins of that once massive 
building and wicked place. But God could see, and a book 
was written. So we turned away and retraced our steps, 
viewing the lovely scenery around. 

When our brother returned from P , he said there 

were some of the friends there said they would like to have 
me come to Portsmouth. I accordingly prepared myself to 
go ; went to Boston, bought my ticket, and was soon on my 
way to New Hampshire. I found a home, good friends, 
some good meetings, and some converts. But I did not feel 
as I hoped I might. I tried to do my duty, but was de- 
pressed in spirit most of the time while there. I tried to 
work out, but was sick every time, was disheartened and dis- 
couraged. 1 began to think again, — 

" There is no place of rest beneath the sun ; 
But there'll be§ place in the world to come.'* 

This thought cheered up my drooping heart ; rest by and 
by rang sweetly in my ears. I tarried in Portsmouth eight 
weeks, and then left. The brethren helped after a goodly 
sort, and I started for Fisherville, where lay the lifeless re- 
mains of my companion. I walked into the lone cemetery 
(with two widows), among the dead, and was soon stand- 
ing by the grave of my deceased husband. I knelt down 
and prayed upon the grave, watering the green turf with 
my tears ; but he heeded me not ; no response came from his 
lips as in former times ; no amen could I hear as in by-gone 
days. All was hushed, and his voice was still in death. But 
there was a God that heard my prayers, and bottled up my 
tears, and a sweet whisper came to my poor, aching heart, 
" Thy companion shall rise again ! " It was like balm to 
my troubled breast, and we turned away. Went up to 



LABORING AMONG THE SICK. 129 

Lake Village among my brethren and sisters again. I soon 
regained my health and spirits, and was able to go out and 
labor among the sick. I had good wages and generally 
gave good satisfaction ; but my meeting privileges were some- 
what limited. I could not be with the sick and at meeting at 
the same time ; but still I knew of no other way but to work 
out for a livelihood ; and I daily prayed for strength, that I 
might be able to endure hardship ; and if it was my duty to 
labor with the sick or elsewhere, it was not my duty to at- 
tend all the meetings, and I must try and be content. And 
so I toiled on for a number of months, until I read a notice 
in the " Crisis " of a camp-meeting at East Kingston, N. H., 
and another in Westford, Mass., and it seenied to me I must 
go. I thought I had but one life to live, and that was a short 
one, and if there was any place on earth that I could enjoy, I 
felt that it was the will of my heavenly Father that I should 
do so. I made my calculations to go to the camp-meetings. 
When the appointed time arrived, I started for the meeting, ' 
and soon found myself in the tented grove' at East Kings- 
ton. 

I found brother Himes there laboring for the good of souls,- 
and many others, who greeted me very cordially, and I felt 
to thank God I was permitted to be there. Met some fellow- 
pilgrims with whom I had been acquainted for many years 
by their communications in the papers, but had never had 
the opportunity of seeing and hearing them preach the word 
before; -and some in turn became easily acquainted with 
me having seen my name attached to several communica- 
tions. Our meeting commenced well, and progressed in ^the 
Spirit ; but the Devil raged and the wicked howled around. 
I freely spoke of God's dealings with me in my trials, and 
in my prospects of a better home, and a goodly land. 
God blessed me with freedom of thought and freedom of 
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One day a stranger inquired of me if I did not preach 
or hold meetings. I answered very quickly, " No, sir ; I^ 
dorCt know enough!" I told him I labored among my 
brethren where they invited me to come, and ^ould pay my 
fare, but was no preacher. When about to leave the camp 
ground, he gave me a dollar, which I thankfully received, 
praying God to bless the donor. . Our preaching was good, 
and prayer and conference meetings profitable ; our singing 
was in the spirit, and the grove rung with the praises of 
the Lord. But the Devil had got his artillery raised, who 
were daily prowling around the camp. They had a tent 
erected near to sell, not the Spirit of the Lord, — for that 
was free, without money and without price, — but the spirit 
of alcohol, which made those that drank it act like their 
master; and we were so near being broken up, that brother 
Himes prosecuted the leader, and he was fined five dol- 
lars. This enraged master D , and brother Himes was 

watched, to see if he sold any books in our New Hampshire 
State, as that was against the law. He let a brother have 
two little hymn-books he had brought there for the benefit 
of the meeting, and the brother paid him ten cents apiece. 
Then commenced the secret plot 

Saturday brother Himes preached a good discourse, in 
demonstration of the Spirit and power ; closed and went 
from the stand ; when, lo and behold, when he got to the 
foot of the steps an ofiicer .arrested him for breaking the 
law in selling two books at- ten cents apiece ! For a few 
moments all was confusion, dismay, and pale faces. Brother 
Himes stepped back to the stand, and announced to the 
audience that he was arrested for selling two books, and he 
was going to jail. Some brethren offered to pay his fine ; 
but brother Himes refused to have them. He would leave 
the meeting and go ta jail. He wanted some one or more 
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to accompany him, as the enemy was so enraged against 
him, he did not know what his fate might be. A number 
volunteered to go with him, and among the rest arose a 
good brother and said, " Brother Himes, you shall not be 
hurt, ril go with you." Then turning to the congrega- 
tion, he said, " That's my son that has taken brother Himes, 
and he shan't be hurt." He was the sheriff, and the man 
that had been fined for selling the liquor so near the camp- 
ground. 

Brother Himes arranged his business to leave, and was 
soon led off tlie camp-ground by the gentleman sheriff, with 
his wife and brother Pearson on each side of him, w4th 
other brethren, and the wicked hooted around, rejoicing 
that they had got the man. " This is he, hold him fast." 
I could but think of our dear Saviour, when he was betrayed 
by Judas, and taken by a wicked mob and led away to 
Pilate's bar ; and " It is enough that a servant be as his 
lord." " If ye suffer with him, ye shall also reign with him." 
" If they do these things in the green tree, what shall be 
done in the dry ? " and " If they have persecuted me, they 
will also persecute you." "Marvel not if the world hate 
you ; " and " If they call the master of the house Beelze- 
bub, much more will they call them of his household." 
These are words spoken by our Saviour; and we may 
expect, if we live godly in Christ Jesus, we shall suffer 
persecution. 

Brother Himes was not led to Pilate's bar, but to a little 
saloon, or eating-room, a short distance from the meeting ; 
was tried, fined five dollars, refused to pay his fine, and 
was soon on his way to Exeter jail. Our brethren returned, 
bringing good news that he is well cared for, has a good 
room and good bed, good food, and is happy in his God, 
rejoicing that he is worthy to suffer ' shame for Jesus' 
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\ Our meeting continued on as though nothing had hap- 
pened; but prayer was offered up to Gkni in liis behalf, 
as Peter's brethren prayed for him while in prison. Sab- 
bath morning, after preaching by brother J. Pearson, a 
letter was read from brother Himes in jail. Our ears 
were open to hear what good word our brother had for us ; 
and his words were so cheering, it did us as much good as 
though we had heard him preach an excellent sermon, and 
it had a good effect upon the congregation. 

Sunday evening our meeting closed, and we were again 
scattered over the land, no more to meet all together till 
the trump of God shall sound. Brother Himes remained ' 
in Exeter jail ; but in a short time. we hear he is released, 
and is laboring for his God again. 

I went to Lowell to rest a few days with my brother's 
family and my mother, and then away to the camp-meeting 
at Westford, Mass. We were glad to hail our dear brethren 
and sisters in the lovely Westford grove, to sing, pray, and 
worship God together. I /elt it a privilege to help wait 
upon the table, and assist in any kind of work I could find 
to ,do for my board while there. When the meeting broke 
up, the conmiittee gave me a dollar, which was some help 
to me in bearing my expenses back to Lake Village. Our 
meeting was good, Jesus was there by his Spirit, and we 
were encouraged to trust in God, and follow on to know 
the Lord, whom to know aright is life eternal. 

I return to Lake VilJ^e, tarry a while and labor among 
the sick, and then away to Sugar Hill, to a call from my 
son, who was keeping house, and wanted mother to come 
and spend the winter. I was glad to find them so pleas- 
antly situated. But it seemed lonely to go up there and 
not see my son Ransom; but he was laid away in the 
graveyard by the hiU-side, and I could go to his grave, and 
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weep there. But there was no Jesus there to raise him, as 
at the grave of Lazarus, where Martha and: Mary stood 
weeping ; but I had the precious promise, " Thy son shall 
rise again." Our little homestead, that my son had bought 
of his father, had fallen to his wife ; but as she wished it 
kept in the family, my son Frank and I bought it together, 
and he moved into the house; and when seven months 
were past, I prepared to go to Lake Village again, leaving 
a little grand-daughter, a pet, to think about in my ab- 
sence. 

I had many dear friends in Lake Village, who were ever 
'ready to welcome me to their homes ; and as I found my 
brother Aldrich sick, who had always bid me welcome to 
his home, and as help was needed, I was ready to assist. 
Our dear brother Aldrich was sick several months, and at 
length died, and was laid in the silent grave, leaving a 
companion and children to mourn his loss, and a church to 
miss his faithful labors. But he rests in hope, secure from 
the storm, and will awake in the morning. 

I had hours of sadness while thinking of my absent and 
lost son. I received no tidings from him, until a brother 
searched for his name at the Ealisting Office in Boston. 
He there found when he enlisted, and how I might learn 
where he was. I immediately wrote to the Adjutant Gen- 
eral, at the War Department in Washington, and received 
an answer where he might be addressed. 

My moments were improved, and soon a letter is on its 

way to a certain fort in N . I waited for tidings, 

but no tidings came. Li about a year after, another le^tfr 

was sent to N . I waited about four weeks with 

much g.nxiety, and at length the same letter was returned 
with a note in it, from a young man of his acquaintance, 
saying he had left, and would probably be at home sooti. 
12 
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I watched the mail for days and weeks, but no more 
tidings came, and no Levi Woodbury to greet his mother, 
to cheer her aching heart; but she must toil on still in 
hope. 

In the winter of 18 — , I went to take care of a sister sick 
with consumption, discouraged, and disheartened, — r loath 
to leave her little family in a cold, heartless world. I tried 
to comfort and cheer her heart all that was in my power, 
and to encourage her 'that she might yet recover ; and Tor 
a while she was better. But death had marked her for his 
victim, and in the course of a year she, too, was borne to 
the silent tomb. I tarried with her five weeks. While 
there, I heard of the Lawrence catastrophe, — that a mill 
had fallen, and hundreds were crushed and burnt in its 
n^ins. Oh, thought I, how many sad hearts there are 
now in our country, and how many mourners this sad acci- 
dent had made I I felt that J could mourn and weep with 
them. 

I received a letter from my sister in Lowell, saying my 
dear mother was sick, and she feared she might not recover. 
I immediately prepared to go and see her, who, I feared, 
would die ; for, aged as she was, I was not quite ready to 
part with my mother. It appeared to me my friends were 
all dying, and I should soon be left done. I hastened to 
Lowell, found her very sick, but a little better. My sister 
was very kind to her, and had done all she could to make 
her comfortable. I tarried with her two weeks, and she 
had gained nicely, so that I could leave her and go out 
among the sick again. I had good wages, and good success, 
and plenty of work ; but oh, alas for my meeting privileges ! 
I was mostly deprived of them, and when I did go, I was so 
weary with my night-watching and day-labor, that I could 
not enjoy the evening meetings ; and when I went a half 
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daj on the Sabbath, the door was closed, so that I could not 
have the privilege to speak a word for the Lord, or warn 
my fellow-men of their approaching danger. One Sabbath 
I went to meeting, and I hoped I might have the privilege 
of speaking by way of exhortation; but as soon as the 
preacher closed his written sermon, he said, " Let us pray." 
My heart sank within me ; I had not so learned Christ ; I 
believed in keeping the doors of the church open for all to 
speak that wished to, and I had always felt it a duty to let 
my voice be heard on the Sabbath as well as in the prayer- 
meeting, and surely then there are the most sinners to warn ; 
and Christ came not to call the righteous, but sinners to 
repentance. I returned to my labor with a heavy heart, 
and as I thought to myself, where shall I labor, and where 
can I warn sinners, for they are not at the prayer-meeting, 
there came a secret whispering to my heart, " Go out and 
hold meetings yourself, and then you can warn sinners and 
talk as long as, and when you please, and no one will shut the 
door against you." But ah, such,a thought almost frightened 
me. I was not qualified for that. ** But you can read the 
Bible, — can't you ? " Yes. " And you can talk, — can't 
you ? " Yes, I can talk. " Well, you can pray, and you can 
sing ? " Oh, yes, yes, I can. " Well, who could be any more 
independent than you, to hold meetings ? " I soon dismissed 
such thoughts, believing they were from the enemy, trying 
to get me out of my proper place in the church of God, 
and thus doing I should be no benefit to any one. 

I continued my labors for some time, feeling I had for- 
saken the cause of God. I had but little enjoyment, yet I 
was having good pay, and I tried. to commit the keeping of 
my soul to God as unto a faithful Creator ; but I was uneasy, 
and would often promise my heavenly Father that I would 
go where the doors opened for me to labor when I had 
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earned a little more money and I could get out of emploj. 
I finished my last engagement, and went to my boarding- 
place one Saturday evening, rejoicing in prospect of a com- 
ing Sabbath, for a good old-fashioned brother was to preach, 
who believed in keeping open doors for the church to labor 
on the Sabbath, male and female, and I expected to have a 
good meeting. I arose in the morning and went down to 
breakfast, and while eating, the door-bell rang ; in a moment 
it occurred to my mind, " Some one is after me." I heard 
my name called, and left the table and ran to the door ; 
there stood a brother, who, after passing the morning saluta- 
tion, inquired if I would go with him to CarUsle or Billerica, 
about five miles from Lowell. 1 asked him for what. He 
said to help them in their little meeting ; said there were a 
few there that needed aid. I thought of our meeting in 

X< , and our good preacher, and my calculation of having 

a good meeting. I then thought of the promise I had made 
to God, and now he has called me, and here is an open door ; 
shall I refuse ? No ! " I will go with you." — " How long 
before you will be ready?" — "In about half an hour." 
And in half an hour I was on my way to Billerica. 

What peace I felt iii my soul ! I had vowed to God, and 
was obeying him. We arrived in time. There were a few 
gathered in a private house. In the forenoon I spoke by 
way of exhortation after some others had spoken, and the 
brother announced to the people that I would speak to them 
in the afternoon. It went like a dagger to my heart I was 
afraid they would think I was a preacher : " far be it from 
me. Lord ; I don't know enough." 

However, the people gathered in the afternoon, and I 
took a back seat, fearing they would think I could pi^each. 
But after singing and prayer, there was silence for a while, 
and I knew they were waiting for me to move forward. I 
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was loath to let the precious time run to waste, so I arose 
and told some of my experience and talked as my mind was 
led. Others spoke, and the meeting closed.- Had a prayer- 
meeting at five in the evening, and our meeting closed for 
the day. They invited me to come the next Sabbath, and 
when it came I was there again. Our little meetings in- 
creased in interest and in numbers. My cup was enlarging, 
and my mind was expanding ; and I began to think I was 
preaching, and feared I should be called the preacher 
woman ; and I thought I could not endure that. 

However, I contiaued to go until I went five or six Sun" 
days in succession, and the last Sabbath I was invited to a 
little village, at the depot, to speak in a hall. Then came a 
trial of my faith. I had promised God I would go where 
the door opened for me ; and now, if I go there, they will 
give out an appointment for me and expect me to preachy 
and I shall have to go into the desk. Oh, I can't do that 
any way, for I don't know how to preach. While musing 
what to do, I asked my brother if he thought I could do any 
good if I went there. He said he thought I could. That 
settled my mind to go, if I could do any good, for that was 
all I wished to live for. I told him he might tell the man 
I would come ; but don't have an appointment given out for 
me to preach, for I am no preacher. I will come and talk 
some^ tell some of my experience, and sing some of the 
songs of Zion. Sunday, five o'clock came, and we ai:e near 
the place appointed for worship. I kept praying, Lord, 
help me. I feared the Methodist preacher would stop and 
hear what the woman had to say. He had generally gone 
to Lowell at the close of the afternoon service ; but I feared 
he would stay, and if he did, I was sure he would be disap- 
pointed. 

True enough, when we arrived at the place and were 
12-* 
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going up the steps, he was there and in the desk reading a 
chapter in the Bible. I kept praying, Lord, help me ; for I 
did not know what I should have to say when I got there. 
When near enough to hear, I found he was reading the 
twenty-fourth chapter of St. Matthew's gospel. I felt re- 
lieved in a moment; for if the way was opened for me to 
speak, it would be upon that chapter, and the signs of Jesus' 
coming. I went into the hall and took a low seat, hoping I 
might have the privilege of sitting there. I thought quite 
likely the minister was going to preach a third sermon to 
keep the woman out, in obedience to Paul. He asked a 
brother to pray, and then I was quite sure I was right in my 
conclusions ; but in that I was mistaken, for, as soon as the 
prayer was ended, the preacher left his seat and made his 
way toward me. I kept praying, Lord, help me. ^ He came 
to me and asked if I was the lady the appointment was 
given out for. I told him I supposed I was. He then 
invited me to take a seat in the desk. I arose with a steady 
step and followed him, praying, as I went up the steps, Lord, 
help me, I took a seat, thinking, as I sat there, how I must 
look in the desk with a preacher. The devil tried to shame 
me, but still I kept praying; Lord, help me. The preacher 
inquired my name, introduced me to the congregation, read 
a hymn, and the choir sang. I then arose and spoke nearly 
one hour upon the chapter that had been read, which led me' 
to speak of the coming of Christ the second time, and also the 
signs of his coming, and the nearness of the event. When 
I got through with my remarks, the good minister arose and 
witnessed for God ; said he believed what he had heard ; 
which did me good. I then sung a hymn, and the brother 
that prayed arose and said he had believed these things for 
more than fifteen years. I then sung, and the minister 
closed the meeting. I felt to thank God and take courage, 
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believing he was opening the way for me to warn my fellow- 
men. God did hear my prayer and did help, but I was 
fearful I should be called a preacher woman. Oh, how 
that would sound ! I could hardly endure that, but still I 
felt such peace in my soul and such a flow of God's love in 
my heart, and such hght shining upon the Bible, I knew I 
was doing the will of God, and what he would do with me, 
or which way he would lead me in future I did not know, 
but I was resolved to obey him at the loss of all things. 

Having some engagements at L and other places 

to fulfil,'! felt that I could not go to Billerica any nv)re 
at the present time, and as they needed help, I re- 
commended sister Maria as a laborer, and would come 
and assist them if they wished. She labored there to good 
acceptance for several Sabbaths. If the great apostle Paul 
had been round about in those days, I think he would have 
said, " Help those womeii that labor in the gospel." 

I fulfilled my engagements, and was ready to go as the 
Lord might direct. Brother Himes came to Lowell ; gave 
us a lecture on the prophecies, and showed us that time was 
in the Bible, and the evidence was quite strong that Christ 
would come in 1866 or '68. I loved him and his appearing, 
and it was good news to me. He showed us a new paper 
called the " Voice of the Prophets," advocating the time, 
and was good food to me. I hoped it might prov'b true. 

He gave me an invitation to attend the Anniversary 
Conference at Boston, and I felt in my heart, if the Lord 
will, I will go ; and when the time came, there were no 
barriers in the way, and I was there cordially greeted by 
my brothers and sisters, and happy in the Lord. The 
meeting was good, and the time theory was advocated, and 
many a response from warm hearts, " Amen, even so, come 
Lord Jesus ! " 
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The Rev. Mr. Baxter was there from England, a very- 
good man, and strong in the faith that the Master would 
soon appear in his glorj to build up Zion. I had spoken 
freely in the meetings, with others of like precious faith, 
and after the meeting closed, Mr. Baxter came down the 
aisle and shook hands with me, and as he passed the com- 
mon friendly greeting, he inquired if I did not hold public 
meetings. I answered very readily, " No, sir," This cir- 
cumstance happened before I had held any meetings, or 
even dared to think of such a thing ; but I, like Mary, kept . 
all these things and pondered them in my heart. And 
why, I asked myself,-do the servants of the Lord have such 
thoughts arise in their minds, and strangers, too ? I began 
to think it was of the Lord, and not from the enemy that 
such thoughts arise in my mind, but I had never lisped such 
an idea to any living person. I communed with my heav- 
enly Father, and prayed him to be my guardian and my 
guide, and not let me go in a wrong path, or mistake my 
calling. 

This was the third anniversary I had attended at Boston 
in the Kneeland Street Chapel, and I always felt it was 
good to be there. 

I had proniised a dear sister of Plymouth, the summer 
previous, that I would visit the brethren In that place, 
according to her urgent request, provided my fare would be 
paid. A brother volunteered that it should be, and now the 
time had arrived that I could go, and I was soon on my way 
to Old Plymouth, Mass., the landing-place of our Pilgrim 
Fathers. 

I arrived in safety at the Plymouth depot, found a sister 
there waiting to conduct me to her home, and a few mo- 
ments' walk brought me to the house of our good brother 
Dimons, where I found a good home, and a friendly greet- 
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ing. After a good supper, prayers, and a night's rest, I 
awoke refreshed, looked out upon the ocean's briny waves, 
and then sat down to write a letter to my sister in New 
Hampshire, telling her I had awoke this morning, and found 
myself down in Old Plymouth, Mass., where I expected to 
see the rock we had heard so much about in our youthful 
days. 

After breakfast and work done, my sister Dimons took 
me out for a walk, and soon we found ourselves by the sea- 
shore, and standing upon the memorable Plymouth Rock. 
It was almost covered over to preserve the precious treas- 
ure from being carried away by the strangers that come to 
visit the place, but there was room enough for me to plant 
my feet upon it, and as I stood and mused, I thought, as I 
looked out upon the ocean, of that humble crew that sailed 
from England in the Mayflower in 1620, and landed upon 
the American shore in the cold winter season ; of their dep- 
rivations and their suffering, all for the sake of having the 
privilege of worshipping God without molestation, and as 
they landed upon the shore, their first steps were upon that 
rock on which I stood, and many solemn reflections passed 
through my mind. I did not leave the sacred spot in a hurry, 
for I hoped to profit by the privilege I was then permitted to 
enjoy. I thought of the state of our country now, and our 
religious privileges, and how little we, as a nation, appreci- 
ated them as we ought.- Instead of humility, pride and 
popularity were the order of the day ; instead of praising 
God for the blessings and privileges he had bestowed upon 
us, we had become wicked and worldly-minded, luke-warm 
and forgetful of God, the great Giver of every good and 
perfect gift. 

I prayed God, while standing upon that rock, that I 
might realize from whence all my blessings flowed, and im- 
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prove upon each golden moment as it passes bj to his 
glory, for the good of my own soul, and for those around 
me ; and whenever I had an opportunity to speak a word 
for God, I promised, " Lord, I will do it : help me, my 
Saviour." I felt it was good to be there. 

Our brethren had a little, humble place, 'where they met 
to worship God. We had some good meetings and an 
increase of hearers, for there was a new voice there which 
sounded outside of the hall, and some thought the worship- 
pers there were waking up, and some came in to hear what 
the new comer had to say. Well, I felt to thank God, let 
my voice go out, and draw the people in if God be in it, 
and I can tell them about the blessed Saviour, and warn 
them to flee from the wrath to come, and lay hold of eter- 
nal life, which I did as I had opportunity, and God was 
with us. I became acquainted with many dear friends 
there, with whom I no more expect .to meet until I meet 
them at the judgment-seat of Christ. 

I visited the widowed sister who had invited me to visit 
the place. Our meeting was profitable, and we felt we were 
sisters in Christ, and could both claim the widow's promise, 
sweet promise indeed. Sister Ryder had one lovely, prom- 
ising daughter, who had been misguided and led into the 
Satanic delusion of spiritualism. I was sorry for my sister, 
and sorry for the daughter : gave her one of sister M. D. 
Welcome's books o^ spiritualism, and as good advice as I 
was capable of giving, praying God to save her ; and I hope 
ere this, she may have given up her false views, and become 
a happy Christian, a blessing to her mother and the society 
around her. 

I visited the Pilgrim Hall, a stone building erected in 
memory of the Pilgrim Fathers, and for the preservation of 
ancient articles. Brother Dimons paid my fee ; I entered the 
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yard, and there was a large piece of the Pilgrim Rock that 
had been split from the main one, and drawn to that spot 
for the visitors to look at. , Large black figures were painted 
on either side, 1620. An iron chain, painted black, passed 
around the rock, with the names of the Pilgrims that landed. 
I admired the spirit of the good people in Plymouth, for 
keeping in memory the names of those ancient worthies ; 
hoped they might have a portion of the same sacrificing 
spirit. 

As we entered the hall, and walked around the large 
room to view those ancient articles, some of which had been 
brought over in the May Flower in which our Pilgrim 
Fathers had sailed, more than two hundred years ago, I felt 
I had rather be there than to be in halls of mirth or of 
modem grandeur. I seemed to feel the spirit of by-gone 
days, and of ancient humility and love resting upon me. I 
saw many things of ancient date, which were quite curious 
for me to look upon ; and I passed out with a thankful heart 
that I had the privilege of entering that building. As I 
went into the ancient burying-ground where slept tl^e Fa- 
thers, I thought of the resurrection morn, when those old pil- 
grim soldiers of the cross would live again, and shine forth 
as the sun in the kingdom of their father, and I hoped I 
might meet them on that blest shore, with Abraham, and all 
the prophets, too, with the martyred host, yea, and all the 
dear saints of God, with Jesus in their midst. Oh, praise the 
Lord, I must, I will be there. God help me ! 

I had never stepped on board a vessel to sail upon the 
mighty deep. I was very anxious thus to do before I left 
the place, and one day I had the privilege of a sail in the 
schooner Mary. I expected to be seasick, but was not, and 
enjoyed my pleasant sail very much. Was out four hours. 
We passed a large rock on the island, where I was told the 
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interior of the building. I heard the sweet songs of Zion 
sounding out from beneath the white curtains, swelling up 
and rolling onward among the tree-tops. I was curious to 
see the Huckleberry brethren ; so with a light heart I went 
to see from whence flows that sweet music. I enter the 
tent, and soon join in the melody. I looked upon the wor- 
shippers. There was heaven beaming in their counte- 
nances ; but they were not all white people. O, no, far from 
that, for the leading ones of the van were a coal black, and 
those beautiful songs proceeded from pure hearts and black 
faces. And did God make the negroes, and are those col- 
ored friends my dear brethren and sisters, and does God 
own them as his children, and will they be in the kingdom ? 
Yes, for there is no respect of person with/ God ; but, in 
every nation, he that feareth Grod and worketh righteousness 
is accepted with him. These, then, are my brethren and 
my sisters.. My voice is soon heard in their midst, and I 
found we were of one spirit and of one family. And when 
I heard the colored preacher say the white man is as good 
as the black man if he behaves as well, I thought I would 
try and behave as well as my black brother, that I might 
share with him in the glory that was soon to be revealed. 

.And will God accept the red man of the forest, the stal- 
wart Indian, and is he my brother too ? 

" Ah, brother Peter, good morning. I am happy to hail 
you a fellow-pilgrim and a brother on the road to Mount Zion. 

* Christ spake to Peter on the sea, 
Saying, Leave your net and follow^ me.* 

and art thou the one ? " 

<< I have been a sailor, and on the sea, and Jesus has 
called me, and I have left all, vessel, net, and everything, 
and am trying to follow him." 
18 
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" Well, brother Peter, God bless you, I am going the same 
way, and we'll journey on, and soon we'll meet in the king- 
dom." 

I soon learned the cause of the name of the tent. There 
were in that .tent from Rhode Island brethren that were 
blacky some that were mulattos, the Indian Peter Noka, and 
ihe white brethren, all worshipping God together, which I 
believe was pleasing in his sight, and this was why it had its 
name " Huckleberry Tent." 

Our meeting wound up to the glory of God, and we bid 
farewell to many loving hearts that will meet no more until 
we meet in the kingdom of God. While at the depot, in 
waiting for the cars, we pass our time pl&asantly away by , 
'singing some of our beautiful songs of Zion ; but lo ! the 
car-bell rings ; the rumbling of the wheels and the puffing 
of the engine tell us the cars are coming, and we are soon, 
all hands, aboard. 

I returned to Lowell, and worked a few days in the boarii- 
ing-house, and then left for the camp meeting at Westford. 
There " the Lord came down our souls to greet, and glory 
crowned the mercy-seat." There I heard our much lament- 
ed brother, John Howell, preach for the last time. Hope I 
may meet him where I shall hear his voice reecho the 
praises of the Lord, where death can never enter to disturb 
or divide. A few days of pleasant greeting and worship in 
that tented grove, and we scatter again. East, West, North, 
and South, no more to meet until the meeting, in the New 
Jerusalem. 

Returned again to Lowell, where I work a few weeks, . 
feeling again I had forsaken the cause of God, but not for- 
gotten my promise, and feel assured God will not forsake 
me. I read the notice of a conference at Lawrence in the 
" Crisis," and I felt L must be there, and being still engaged 
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with the sick, I had to hire a nurse to take my place while I 
attend the meeting. Brother J. V. Himes was there, and the 
good word spoken was with power. It was good to meet 
with my brethren and sisters again in L. God was glori- 
fied, some sinners were converted, and some backsliders re- 
claimed. Brother Simpson was reclaimed from a backslidden 
state in that conference, and is now blowing the gospel trump, 
calling on sinners to^repent and prepare for the judgment. 

Here I met brother and sister Ingham, who were going to 
Nova Scotia the next spring. I thought I should like to go 
with them if I could. I told sister I woiild go if it were not 
for the cost, and I was not going to keep house in the 
spring and take care of my mother. She urged me strongly 
to go with them ; said the friends at Nova Scotia would be 
so glad to have me come they would pay my fare in the ves- 
sel, and she would write to a brother Rice whom I saw at 
Wilbrahiam meeting, from Nova Scotia, with his two daugh- 
ters, with whom I became acquainted. I told her she might 
write, but I did not think it likely I could go ; but if the 
way was hedged up so that I could not keep house, I 
would go. 

I returned to Lowell, finished my engagement, went to my 
brother's, told my mother I should go to house-keeping in 
the spring and have her live with me. I had not made up 
my mind where, but thought I should go to Lawrence, as 
that would be a good place to- take boarders. My son had 
sent for me to come to Sugar Hill, and spend the coming 
winter with them, and I felt it duty to go. I stop on my 
way to Lake Village, see to my household stuff, and then go 
to Sugar Hill to spend the winter with my son and his little 
family. The political spirit was raging, and many enter- 
tained fears of war and bloodshed in our own country, the 
thought of which cast a glooih upon all our minds. I feared 
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it might be so, tot jet I hoped the cloud might pass, and no 
blood J contest. 

I was making preparations all winter to keep house in the 
spring ; still I knew if I did, it would take me away, in a 
measure, from the house of God. I was willing to deprive 
myself the priyilege of meetings, if I could have a home and 
live with mj mother in her last days, and in her declining 
years. Spring rolled on, ^and the time drew near for me to 
decide. I was satisfied, if it was not the will of God I 
should settie down and have a home, the way would be 
hedged up ; but still my mind was to keep house, but felt to 
say, the will of the Lord be done, not mine. 

I wrote to a brother in Lawrence to get me a tenement 
large enough to keep six boarders, and I would be there, I 
thought, sometime in May. In the mean time war broke 
out, and our country was all in commotion. I received no 
letter that a tenement was found, and I began to be a little 
troubled to know what I was going to doT Many were 
obliged to leave the mills, and others were enlisting for the 
war. I thought it w^uld be of no use to think of keeping 
house, and taking boarders for a living. 

One night I retired^ to rest, and after my usual meditation, 
I fell asleep, and I dreamed I was standing by the window, 
looking away in the distance, and I saw a dove flying in the 
air, and making its way toward the house. I watched it as 
it came ; and as it drew near, it lowered down and lit upon 
the window where I stood. As I awoke in the morning, I 
thought of my dream, and was satisfied it meant something. 
. While at the breakfast-table, I told my children I was going 
to hear some news. In the course of the day my son brought 
me in two letters from Lawrence, — one from my brother, 
about the tenement, that he could not find one suitable for 
six boarders without paying very high rent, and the other 
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from sister Ingham, with a call for me to go to Nova Scotia. 
Thus mj dream was already interpreted. I felt in a mo- 
ment it was a call from the Lord ; and I think I will go, for 
my way seems to be hedged up for my keeping house. I 
wrote to sister I., told her I thought I would go, and would 
be down about the middle of May. 

I asked wisdom from the Lord and advice from my chil- 
dren and brethren. All seemed, to be of one mind, — they 
should go, for the cost would not be much, and a sail upon 
the ocean might benefit my health, and to see the province 
of Nova Scotia would be worth the while. But it looked 
like a great journey to me, and a fear of sea-sickness and 
the danger of a shipwreck almost discouraged me ; but still 
I felt the voice of the Lord was calling, and the Macedonian 
cry from over the deep kept sounding in my ears, " Come 
over and help us." I had said the voice of the- Church 
should be the voice of God to me, and here is a call from 
a servant of the Lord in Nova Scotia. It is the voice of 
the Lord. I will go, and trust in God for safety o'er the 
rough billows, and I will do what I can in his name. ' 

The tide of war rolls on, and sorrow and excitement 
reign around in the spring of 1861. I prepared for my 
departure ; and the second week in May I bid good-by to 
my children and my two little grandchildren, and start for 
Nova Scotia, perhaps never to see them again, for hills, 
vales, and the foaming blue sea will divide us ere we meet 
again. 

I stopped at Lowell to see my dear mother, and tell her 
that, instead of keeping house and taking care of her, I am 
going to the British Province. It was quite a trial to tell 
her, but still it must be done. When I told her, she bore it 
very patiently, but could not bear the thought that I should 
go away oo far, and sail over the dangerous Bay of Fundy. 
13* 
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Said she never should live to see me again ; but I cheered 
her up ; told her I should be back again in three months, 
and I believed the Lord would protect me, and bring me 
back in safety, and I should see her again. 
^ I bade her and friends in Lowell good-by, and started for 
Lawrence to meet brother and sister Ingham, to prepare for 
our journey to Nova Scotia. We soon departed for Boston, 
where brother I. engaged our passage on board a vessel that 
would be ready to sail in a few days. Till then we remained 
at East Boston. 

One night, after we had slept about two hours, the cry 
resounded in our ears : " The captain has come, and we must 
go aboard the vessel ! " We were soon up and on our way 
to the wharf. There were in waiting two men with a little 
boat, to take us from the wharf to the schooner Lively, in 
which we were to sail. We got into the boat from a ladder 
brought for the occasion, and at about two o'clock were safely 
deposited in the cabin of the Lively. 

Now I leave you, my own native shore, 

And sail o'er the rough briny wave ; 
But my father will guide me safe o'er, 

And save from a watery grave. 

Bid the winds and the storms to be still; 

Guide this little bark " Lively " safe o'er 
The blue sea and the foaming old Bay ; 

Land us safe on the old British shore. 

Good-by, my dear brethren, I now leave you awhile; 

Be faithful while absent I roam ; 
I shall meet you again, if kind heaven shall smile ; 

Prove faithful until I come home. 



CHAPTEB X. 

MY SAIL TO NOVA SCOTIA — THE COUNTRY AND PEOPLE — MY' 
TRIALS, AND CALLING TO LABOR MORE FULLY IN THE VINE- 
YARD OF THE LORD, AND MY JOURNEYING THERE. 

MAY 21st, 1861, 1 Stepped on board the schooner^ Lively, 
commanded by Captain William Dodge, and bound for 
Nova Scotia. When we found ourselves safe in the cabin, 
we felt thankful for the good accommodations afforded us. 
We found one lady in the cabin, who had lain there two or 
three days sea-sick, and looked almost like a dying person. 
We carried with us a little brandy, being thus advised, to save 
us from sea-sickness. Sister Ingham gave her some, and it 
revived her up ; and she often said she believed she should 
have died if she had not taken the brandy. So much in favor 
of the brandy ; but alas ! it could not save poor me, as the * 
sequel will show. 

Sister Ijpgham was weary and needed rest; but I was 
lively and smart, and when daylight appeared, I wanted to 
view tte prospect around, so I told her to go to her bunk 
and I would take care of the children. She was soon quietly 
housed away, and asleep in the arms of Morpheus. Some 
of the sailors had turned into their bunks ; the rest, with 
brother Irighj^m, were upon deck. I took little Johnny in 
my arms, and rocked him to sleep, and he was soon placed 
beside his mother. Then I rocked Bertie May, and she 

(Kl) 
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was soon asleep. I was glad, for the daj-dawn had appeared 
in the east, and I was anxious to go on deck. I heard a cry 
on deck : " Come vp Acre, if you want to see Fort Warren/ " 
I went up the ladder pretty quick, and was soon looking off 
upon the blue waters, and the buildings on Boston shore and 
Forts Independence and Warren were in view. The pros- 
pect was lovely and beautifnl. Oh, how much I hoped I 
should not be sea-sick, and the winds would not blow, and 
the waves roll, — then I should enjoy this little sailing voy- 
age so much. But aJas for me ! I looked and enjoyed the 
prospect as long as I wished, and then went down into the 
cabin to rest awhile. But alas for rest ! Where is it ? Echo 
answers, where ? For as soon as I had got down into the 
cabin, my head began to whirl, and I was so dizzy I could 
not walk without staggering ; but I knew I was not drunk, 
any more than the disciples were, and it was not so late as 
the third hour of the day, and as for the brandy, I had not 
tasted it. 

But what can be the matter? Why am I so dizzy? 
I put my hand to my forehead, bathed my temples, and 
tried to throw it off. I took hold of the side of the cabin 
to steady myself, but there was no steady to me. I sat 
down in the chair, but there was no rest for me there. 
I was having this great time all to myself, while others 
were sleeping and upon deck. I happened to think it 
might be sea-sickness was coming on, and if it is,, what 
shall I do? I cried out to the captain (for he was then 
in the cabin crouched down behind the stove trying to 
get a nap), "Is there anything to stop sea-sickness?" — 
" Not anything," said he. Oh, dear me, then I must give 
myself up to my Sad fate. I am not so smart as I thought 
I was. My pleasure is all gone. I have got to take to 
my bunk, and stay down here in this dark cabin, and see 
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nothing. I cried out to sister I., •" Susan, Susan, wake 
up ! I have got to be sea-sick in spite of myself. I did 
not know but my smartness would save me, but ah, no, 
no ; I shall and must be sick ! " I called upon the cook 
for a piece of fish. He ran for his life, and soon brought 
it. I ate some, but it would not stay. I thought of the 
brandy-bottle and called for that, — anything that will save 
me in this hour of peril. My sister by this time had got 
pretty well aroused, and the brandy-bottle appeared. I 
drank a little of the precious article, but, alas for the 
brandy, it was no better than cold water. It soon returned 
and went where the fish did ; and, brandy or no brandy, I 
must be, and I am, sea-sick, and to my bunk I must go. 
And there I did go, and was sick certain days ; and that 
was my rest and my lovely prospect. 

We sailed quietly on, and the last speck of land that 
could be seen was Mount Desert By this time I was 
able to go up on deck again, and to- think, see^ talk, and 
sing some. While looking out upon the ocean, I was 
thinking about my journey, where I was going, and why 
I was sailing to Nova Scotia. I felt that I was going to 
see the country and people, and to warn sinners to prepare 
for the judgment. " But you have sinners at home, with 
whom you are acquainted, why not stay at home ? " Be- 
cause Grod has called me to Nova Scotia. " But you will 
have to go among strangers, with nothing to recommend 
you." A recommendation from my brethren I had not 
thought of till then, and now it was too late. I looked to 
the Lord, and communed with him who khoweth all things. 
" O Lord, I am going among strangers, but thou art ac- 
quainted with me ; wilt thou go with me, and recommend 
me to the people ? " The answer came in a moment : " Lo 
lam with you always^ even unto the end of the world" I 
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felt the assurance that promise was sure, and Grod would 
stand by me among strangers. We sung some of our 
lovely hymns, and had as pleasant a sail as could be ex- 
pected, considering I was still sea-sick. We passed all the 
land-marks, and a gentle breeze and full sail were wafting 
us onward to our destined port I composed some verses 
while sailing, and sent them back to Boston, afler we 
arrived at Nova Scotia, and they were published in the 
"Advent Herald." 

When we began to look for land, I went on deck, and 
sat down by the side of the vessel, watching the waves, 
but no land could be seen. I turned to the captain and 
mate, and inquired if we had not got almost in sight of 
land ? They told me we should see land shortly. I still 
watched the waves, and I saw they looked different from 
what they had done ; they were larger, and the sea looked 
more rough and boisterous. I asked our captain what 
made the waves look so. Before he had time to answer, 
I thought of what my dear old mother said about the 
dangers of the Bay of Fundy, and I said, " Where is the 
Bay of Fundy?" — "This is it," said he. I felt a Httle 
timid for a moment, but. he said, " There's no danger unless 
in a sto|-m," which quieted my fears. 

I continued to watch the waves, and look for land. I at 
length saw, amid the waves, a bunch of green sea-grass, 
or weeds. I knew that ites a sign we were nearing land. 
I looked up and cast my eye off upon the blue waters, 
and I saw a flock of white birds. I immediately cast my 
eye away in the distance, and I saw a strip of land, and I 
cried out, " There's land ! " Oh, how pleasant the sight J 
for never did land ever loot so good to me as at that 
moment. In a few hours we passed in sight of St Johns, 
and of the narrow passage, called the Annapolis Gut It 
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wa3 now the third day we had been out upon the mighty 
deep, and we were making for the British Province. The 
sun went down, and one more night we must sleep in the 
cabin. The tide was down, and we were obliged to wait 
until it rose again* Morning dawns, and the land is nearing ; 
we passed through the Gut and came into the beautiful 
Annapolis Basin; sailed gently onward, and passed Bear 
Island, and were sailing up Bear River, toward Hillsburgh, 
N. S. The hills and vales looked rough and ragged, com- 
pared to the smooth, level ocean; but they seemed lovely. 
The earth looked green, and the trees were just putting 
forth their leaves. The birds were singing their sweet, 
melodious songs, and all nature seemed to be smiling 
again. 

Brother Ingham proposed having a season of prayer 
before landing. I felt a hearty response in my heart to the 
proposal, providing our captain was willing. He was, and 
all on board were quiet. At a seasonable time we went 
upon deck and had a meeting. Sister and I sung. Brother 
Ingham read a chapter in the Bible, and we knelt down in 
solemn prayer before God, our faithful preserver from the 
stofms and dangers of the sea. I joined with brother 
Ingham in prayer, and I felt it was a sacred place. My 
voice was heard upon the shore, and recognized by a sister 
who was at the Wilbraham camp-meeting. We conversed 
with the sailors ; gave them some tracts, and they treated 
us very kindly. I had often heard said the sailors were 
very wicked, and swore mucji ; but I can say, to the praise 
of all on boai^d the schooner. Lively, I heard not one word 
of swearing while on my way to Nova Scotia. 

We sailed up the river, and landed safely at Bear River 
Bridge, in the town of Hillsburgh, N. S. I was glad to 
plant my feet once more on terra Jirma, and although the 
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Nova Scotia shore did not look much like Boston and 
vicinity, Hillsburgh was a pleasant, busy village surrounded 
by hills, and rightly named Hillsburgh. 

In about half an hour we entered the home of our brother 
Israel Rice, whom I saw at Wilbraham, who, with his wife 
and daughters, greeted us very cordially. We arrived in 
Nova Scotia the 24th day of May. Our rest was sweet, 
and a good dinner was very acceptable. I found a good 
home with our brother and his family ; and, although away 
from my native land, I expected to find friends that are 
kind, and those that love my Lord and Master. 

Sunday we entered their little chapel for the worship of 
God, and found that God is the same everywhere. • His 
Spirit is the same, and his children one. I was much 
pleased with the cordiality and sociability of the people. 
They treated me very kindly, and some of them received 
me as a god-send. The people in the vicinity turned out to 
meeting to hear the female preacher, but they did not hear 
her. ' I did not think the Lord had called me there to 
preach the gospel, only to labor as I had with my brethren 
at home ; that was all I felt I was capable of doing. 

Meetings were held every evening through the week, and 
the people continued to come, resolved to hear the Yankee 
woman preach. I finally gave my consent one evening ; 
did the best I could, but oh, how weak and insufficient I 
felt for these things. Brother and sister Ingham had gone 
to Clements, nine miles away, to visit her friends. Re- 
turned on Saturday with some brethren from Clements to 
attend a conference. One brother had become a convert to 
our faith, by reading some tracts brought there from Bos- 
ton ; was very happy in our meeting^; had never attended 
a Second Advent meeting before. He told his experience, 
and brother Ingham baptized him the next Sabbath. Our 
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conference was very interesting, and the Sunday following, 
brother Inghain preached to a crowded house. 

Went to Clements, and was cordially greeted by those 
who love the Lord with whom we became acquainted. I 
spent the summer very pleasantly, and was treated kindly 
I by the Nova Scotian people. In company with brother and 

' sister Rice, we went down to Smyth's Cove, five miles from 

Ilillsburgh, to visit his son Joseph. Some of the people 
) were anxious we should have a meeting ; they had heard of 

the new comers and wished to hear them. A meeting was 
appointed at six in the evening, and a private house was 
filled. The people were interested to hear, but some of our 
views were quite novel to them, having never heard much 
upon the second coming of Christ. We tried to show them 
from the Scriptures that the day was near when Christ would 
come and reward every one according to their works ; called 
on them to repent and prepare for the judgment. Closed 
the meeting and left the event with the Lord. 

The scenery around Smyth's is beautiful ; the Annapolis 
Basin, a lovely sheet of water, lay spread out before them, 
where the vessels pass and repass with their white sails 
spread, and occasionally the noble steamer from St. Johns 
might be seen ploughing through the waves, making her way 
to Digby, a lovely little village on the shore near by. The 
lovely groves, and the green fields, and the clear waters 
sparkling in the sunbeam, all cau^e us to say, the scenery 
around Smyth's Cove is lovely and beautiful. 

It seemed pleasant to be where there was no sound of 
war, yet I often heard of the battles in our land, and as » 
often mourned over the sad state of our own unhappy country. 
I did intend to com^ home in August, in time to attend 
the camp-meeting at Wilbraham, but I gave it up, and con- 
cludied to stay in Nova Scotia until another spring. 
U 
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Mj son that I had left at Sugar Hill, had written me 
he would like to come to Nova Scotia, and work at his 
trade, blacksmithing. provided there was a good chance for 
him in a shop. There was one unoccupied, and a hand was 
wanted. I wrote him accordingly, and he came out to see 
what the prospect was, and thought he should like. Went 
back again in the same vessel I came in, and in November, 
1862, returned with his family to Nova Scotia. I was then 
up at Clements, nine miles from them, but I was soon sent 
for, and met my children who had sailed in safety through 
the storm, and were on the land once more. Oh, how little 
did I think, when I left them on Sugar Hill, that our next 
meeting would be in Nova Scotia ! They soon began keep- 
ing house, and for a few weeks I tarried with them ; but 
God had not called me out there to settle down upon my 
lees. I must go forth and work in his vineyard. 

There had been two grove meetings in the summer, and 
there was quite an Interest stirred up among the people; 
some for, and some against our views, so there was work 
enough to do ; but yet my mind was dark, and I was under 
deep trials of mind. I had refused to hold meetings and 
preach the word as God wanted me to, and he had let me 
sink in the deep waters. 

I left Bear River, and went up to Clements. I had been 
disappointed in not going home to attend the camp meeting, 
apd other trials were pressing me down, and darkness and 
sorrow gathered around me. My tears and my groans were 
my meat day and night. ^. never had a trial like this. I 
had disobeyed 'Qod, and he had left me to sink in the mire. 

Soliloquy : " Well, here I am in this cold, Nova Scotia 
region ; the cold snows and a dreary winter lie before me, 
and how shall I spend my time while the long, dreary 
months are passing away ? I love my children, but the dark 
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clouds settle down upon me there. I love to meet with my 
brethren and sisters for worship, but the dark clouds are 
there. I see no ray of light in all this country, and what 
shall I do ? I cannot work out, for there is none to hire ; 
and if there was, it would be but small pay. Oh, my Lord, 
lighten my pathway, and lead me out of this dark, dreary 
place." 

One Sabbath evening near the last of November, about 
the going down of the sun, — a dark, misty evening, — I 
went out in a pasture near Moose River, in the town of 
Clements, to pour out my complaints to the Lord. The 
heavens were dark o*er*my head ; not a spot of clear sky or 
star to be seen ; the winds blew and the waves roared ; all, 
all was dark around me, and my mind was dark, gloomy, 
and foreboding within. The mist was falling, the little 
bushes around me were wet with the rain, and the earth 
was damp, cold, and wet beneath my feet. I groaned at 
every breath ; I sighed at the roaring of the wind, and the 
dashing of the waves; it appeared to me my heart must 
break ; and my groans reached heaven. In this condition I 
fell upon my face to the ground, and cried, " Lord, save, or 
I perish ! Save Lord, for I am sinking here ! " 

There seemed to be a still, small voice hovering around 
me, and saying, " Will you go and preach my word if I help 
you out, bid the storm to cease, and the clouds to pass ? '' 
I answered, in an audible voice, " I would. Lord, if I knew 
enough, but I don't know how." My tears fell faster than 
the rain-drops, while I pleaded with God for help ; and if 
Jesus and the holy angels could have wept in heaven, they 
would have wept that moment. No relief came, but still 
I prayed, " Help, oh help me out of my trouble, oh, my 
Father ! " — " Will you go to Clarence and hold meetings ? 
Preach salvation to dying sinners ? " — "I would if I was 
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capable ; but I am not." — "I will help you, and show you 
how." — " But I have not learning sufficient." — " Well, I 
will teach you." Still I kept refusing, sinking, and crying 
to God to helj) me out of this pit of sorrow and gloom. 
" Will you obey me and go out at my command? " I felt 
like a poor, wayward child that a kind father was correct- 
ing. Still I kept making my'excuses while my Father bade 
me go. " But I am a woman, a poor, illiterate female, and 
how can I go ? Female preachers are but few, and they 
are persecuted and opposed by the clergy of our day ; they 
will repeat the words of the apostle, that it is. a shame for 
a woman to speak in the church, and that is sufficient for 
them to know a woman has no call, and ought not to preach ; 
and how can I stand against such opposition as that, and to 
be called the woman-preacher, when I don't know enough, 
and am no preacher ? " — " Never mind the opposition you 
may have ; no. servant of mine will oppose you ; the doors 
shall be thrown open for you ; be willing to be just what 
.you are, and I will go with you, stand by, and teach you 
how to preach my word." Still I sunk, and still I cried, 
until I saw my duty so plain, and knew it Avas the voice of 
the Lord calling, and I should die if I disobeyed. "I 
promise, Lord, — I'll go ; yes, I will go if I die on the way." 
That moment the cloud broke, and it seemed that God 
reached down his everlasting arm from the height of his 
abode to the deep mire where I was sinking, and took me 
up and placed me upon a rock. I gave a shout, " Glory ! " 
while the tears rolled down my cheeks. I looked up to the 
dark clouds o'er my head and there was one star, and only 
one to be seen in the heavens. It seemed as though that 
star was looking down upon me, bidding me to look up to 
the leading star, Jesus, and through that star I looked to 
Christ. I saw there was one bright star to guide me on ; 
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I was saved, and gave a shout, " Glory to God ! " My cup 
run over, and it was, " Praise God ! praise the Lord I glory 
to Ids blessed name ! " amid my shouts and my tears. 

Oh, then what a cKange in everything around me 1 The 
clouds, as they moved along o'er thy head, were praising the 
Lord, and that lone star was smiling upon me. 

The wind as it blew was praising the Lord ; the rolling 
of the waves was praising the Lord ; and the roaring of the 
ocean seemed praising the Lord; the little bushes around 
me were praising the Lard ; the wet grass beneath my feet 
was praising the Lord ; while my own heart within me cried 
I out, " Glory to God in the highest ! Praise him all ye stars 

' of light, and all ye his hosts ; and let everything, animate 

and inanimate, praise the Lord ! Yea, let everything that 
hath breath praise the Lord ! " 

I returned to the house of my brother Bollby after being 
absent over an hour. The people were gathered for the 
meeting. I went into the meeting-room, and was well pre- 
pared to worship God, for I had just laid myself and all I 
had upon the altar. I took the lead of the meeting, and did 
not care what I was called, if God would smrle upon m6. 

I I '11 go, my Lord, for thou hast bid ; 

i I '11 sound salvation free; ' 

I '11 on the nations loudly call, 
I And sound the jubilee. 

My heart is fixed, the Lord is mine, — 
I He says he'll with me go ; 

His promises have never failed, — 
His grace he will bestow. 



CHAPTER XI. 

1 PAT MT VOWS UNTO THE LORD,* AND, LIKE ABRAHAM, GO 
OUT, NOT KNOWING WHERE THE LORD MAY LEAD ME. 

MONDAY morning I told my brother, the Lord had said 
I must go to Clarence ; and I must go. He replied, 
'* I will go and cany you any time, when you say." I set 
the first day of December, which was the next Wednesday ; 
and when the day came we were on our way to Clarence, 
and in a few hours we arrived at the place where I wished 
to stop, twenty miles from Clements. 

I called upon .Father Miller, a family of Friends, or 
Quakers, where I had called once before, and told them my 
business, and why I had come. Brother B. returned, and 
left me with the Lord, among strangers. He knew I was 
in good hands, so he had no fears for my welfare. 

Father Miller sent an appointment for me to the school- 
house, for the master and children to circulate, and at the 
appointed hour I was there. The school-house was pretty 
well filled, considering the neighborhood was somewhat scat- 
tered. I commenced my meeting by singing, prayed and 
sung again, and then took my text and commenced my ser- 
mon. My text was in Mark, sixteenth chapter : " Go ye into 
all the world and preach the Gospel to every creature." 

I had no recommendation with me, only the spirit I car- 
162 
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ried of my Masten I had no written sermon but the written 
Bible. I had no learning to recommend me, but as the Lord 
taught me, that I spoke, as the Spirit brought all things need- 
ful to my remembrance. I opened my mouth boldly, and 
spoke for God, and he helped me as he promised. I felt he 
was on my right hand and on my left, that I should not be 
moved. I was among Calvinist Baptist people, who were 
in a very low state ; but there were a few living springs, for 
two witnessed for God ; then the deacon prayed, to close the 
meeting. A proposition was made to take a collection for 
me in our next meeting. 

Oh, what peace I felt in my soul I It was truly like a 
river. I knew I had obeyed God ; and who has any right 
to say I followed my own impressions or vain imagina- 
tions ? I knew God had spoken, and I had obeyed. The 
door was open, and none could shut it. God would go 
before and clear the way for me, and I had no fears. The 
cross was great, and he helped me bear it. 

I was invited to hold a meeting at a private house in a 
neighborhood beyond, not far from a meeting-house where 
the Rev. Mr. V. preached. A brother asked him if he would 
^ve out an appointment for sister M. at Mr. Sprowl's. The 
reverend gentleman refused, saying he did not believe in 
women preaching. I had heard him preach to sinners liv- 
ing without God and without hope in the world, and had he 
given liberty, I should have been glad to warn them, in 
the name of the Lord, and perhaps they would have listened 
to me as well as him. But did my brother preacher shut 
the door so that I could not have the meeting desired? 
Nay, verily! Preachers that oppose female laborers can 
shut up their houses, and refuse to give out their appoint- 
ments ; but they can't shut up private houses, or school- 
houses, and they cannot hinder others from giving out 
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appointmenU ; so there is no danger of shut doors or the 
way being hedged up. •** 

The brother went to the deacon of said church, and he 
gave out the appointment on the door-step, before the people 
left ; and although a cold, blustering night, I think I had the 
most hearers, and the meeting was full as interesting, to say 
the least. I was encouraged to go forward, trusting in Him 
who has said, "I will never leave thee." Doors opened, 
and I moved on, with sword in hand and the gospel armor 
on, with loving all and fearing none. I knew whom I fee-, 
lieved, in whom I trusted, and who had sent me out My 
mission was from heaven, not from man. My faith stood not 
in the wisdom of men, but in the power of God. 

I went through a community of eight or ten miles, held 
meetings where I was invited, and the people listened with 
attention, and God filled my earthen vessel ; so the excel- 
lency of the power was not of me, but of God. 

I sometimes felt my inability so great and the cross so 
heavy, I shrank under the load, and, feeling my loneliness, 
my tears would freely fall ; but the Lord was ever near to 
comfort, cheer, and encourage me, and the precious promises 
of the Bible were a prop to lean upon. When shrinking 
under the cross, these precious words were applied : " Look- 
ing unto Jesus, the author and finisher of our faith, who for 
the joy that was set before him endured the cross, despising 
the shame ; " then appeared before me the dear Redeemer, 
bearing his own cross to the place of execution ; and what 
were my sufferings compared with his? Nothing, — just 
nothing ; so I will go without the camp bearing his reproach, 
knowing that I have no continuing city here, but am seeking 
one to come, whose builder and maker is God. 

I was invited to hold a meeting in a school-house in a col- 
ored neighboihood, and I went very willingly. The house 
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was filled, and 'the greater part of the congregation were 
colored. I took for my text Acts 8 : 35, " And preached 
unto him Jesus." The subject showed very plainly that 
Philip was not ashamed to be seen in a carriage with a 
black man ; that salvation was free for the colored .race as 
well as for the white ; and the true mode of baptism was 
by immersion ; that Jesus died for all mankind, and would 
save all that would come to him, black or white, rich or 
poor, bond or free, high or low, — all must come on a level, 
' for there is no respect of persons with God. I had a free 
time in speaking, and was invited to speak to them again 
in the evening, which I did to a crowded house ; and I 
have reason to believe those colored brethren will never 
forget the Yankee Woman-Preacher. 

One colored brother was sick, and unable to attend the 
meeting on the Sabbath, so I appointed a meeting at his 
house Tuesday evening. There was quite a company 
gathered when I arrived at the place ; two rooms were 
. filled, and there were but two white persons in the house, — 
the brother that took me there, and my humble self. I 
felt that I was with a portion of my father's family, 
and tried to comfort the poor distressed brother with the 
precious promises of the Lord. Text, Matt. 25: 36, "I 
was sick and ye visited me." And I truly felt the as- 
surance, " Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the 
least of the^e my brethren, ye have done it unto me." 

I had invitations to stop and labor in other places ; but I 
feh my work was done in that vicinity for the present time, 
and I could return to Clements justified. I had been at 
Clacence four weeks, and held thirteen meetings, and left the 
first day of January, 1862, feeling I had done what I could, 
leaving the event .with the Lord, believing that those who 
sow in tears will reap in joy. 
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When I arrived in Clements, sister Bollby had her New- 
Year's dinner all ready and waiting for us to come and 
dine. Brother and sister Ingham were there, and some 
others,, and I had a cordial reception among them again. I 
felt assured I had had their prayers and sympathies in 
my absence away alone, among strangers, and my poor 
heart bounded with joy within me, when I saw their faces 
once more, beaming with smiles and tears of welcome. 

I was happy in the Lord. I had^ obeyed God, and was 
justified. Grod had verified his promise to me, and was 
glorified. Peace like a river was mine to enjoy ; but trials 
were before me, — days of darkness and dreariness ; for the 
devil still lives, and would destroy me if possible ; but 
praise the Lord, Jesus lives also, and has promised to be 
with me always, even to the end of the world. I believe, 
and will hope, and trust. 

As it is no new thing under the sun for evil reports to 
arise against a new-comer, so my character must be as- 
sailed, and the report had got in circulation that my husband 
was alive, and I had deserted him. I paid but little regard 
to it at first, thinking no one would believe such a report ; 
but it flew like the wind, and many evil-minded persons, and 
some that were enemies to the truths I advocated, believed 
it, or tried to believe the* report, — hoped it was so, and loved - 
to spread it abroad ; and the devil was well pleased, think- 
ing my influence was gone; and I should sink under it. But 
not so ; I had been through the deep waters, and they had not 
overflowed me. I had passed through fiery trials, and no 
harm had befallen me. I had been in six troubles, and Grod 
had stood by me, and I could not believe, if the seventh 
came, he would forsake me : and he had promised while I 
was sailing o'er the blue waters he would be with me always, 
even to the end of the world. I believed and had no fears. 
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I knew mj husband was dead, and I had borne him away to 
the tomb, and my heavenly Father was a witness, with hun- 
dreds of others, to the lone widow's tears, and I knew I had 
left a good name in my own country wherever I was known. 
So I kept about my Master's business, believing he would 
take care of my character, and wherein I had erred, or done 
wrong, in word, thought, or deed, my sins were all forgiven, 
and I was free in Christ. I had many dear friends in Nova 
Scotia, in whom I could confide ; but my trials were severe. 
The grave looked like a sweet, quiet resting-place ; but yet I 
wanted to live, and declare the wonderful works of the 
Lord. I knew he had called me to labor in his vineyard, 
and I had promised to go, and the Devil or any of his em- 
issaries could not destroy me as long as I trusted in Him 
who had promised that he would never leave nor forsake 
them that trust in him. I had some texts of Scripture that 
were peculiarly sweet and dear to me in all my tribulations, 
which were these. " I will be the widow's God and hus- 
band." " All things work together for good to them that 
love the Lord." " And who is there that can harm you, if 
ye be followers of that which is good ? " These texts of 
Scripture were a prop to me ; I believed and claimed them 
as mine ; I leaned upon them, and they supported me, and 
have never yet failed, no, nor never will, praise the name of 
God most high I Then let the winds blow, and the billows 
roar ; let the waves dash against my little bark ; they cannot 
overthrow it, for Father's at the helm. 

I tarried a few days with the friends in Clements, and 
then went down- to Bear River (or Hillsburgh) my first 
landing-place. I found my son and his family well, and 
very well contented in their new home ; they loved their 
neighbors, and they were very kind to them. There were 
many around them that were in a backslidden state ; and 
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how much I desired thej might be reclaimed ! and oft my 
prayers ascended to God that he would visit that place 
again, reclaim those backslidden children, and that my 
children might share in the blessing. I had some prayer- 
meetings in private houses in the neighborhood, and some at 
the chapel, and then went down to Smyth's Cove again. 

Here I found in my absence they had fitted *up a little 
hall for Advent meetings. The meeting-house near by, was 
too good to preach the coming of Christ and kindred doc- 
trines in, and the school-house was closed, — that must not be 
marred with MiUerism (as the good people in Nova Scotia 
were pleased to call our views, as well as some in our own 
States), — and the cold snows of the winter lay embedded in 
the lovely little grove where we had held our meeting beside 
the river in the summer season. A brother embraced our 
views, with his companion, and was interested with some 
others, and his little hall was prepared, opened, and free for 
the word of God to be preached in it I held a number 
of meetings with them ; some came to hear, and there was 
quite an interest among the people, some for and some 
against, — which is far preiFerable to a dead calm. 

The inhabitants of Smyth's Cove were in a state of 
mourning; for it was supposed a vessel was shipwrecked 
that had on board a captain and his wife, who were resi- 
dents of the place. Two vessels had left New York about 
the same time and one had returned in safety. The winds 
increased ; the other vessel did not appear, and for several 
days great anxiety prevailed. 

Weeks passed away, and no vessel with friends appeared, 
and hope was nearly gone. They thought the vessel, must 
be wrecked and their friends lost. 

Our custom was,. after our meeting in the hall, to come 
down and have a season of family worship, — singing, reading 
the Bible, and prayer. We knelt down, and I commenced 
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praying as usual, for the blessing of the Lord to rest upon 
us, and the ' people round about in their deep anxiety for 
their lost friends. The eye of faith then stretched her 
wings nbroad upon the ocean's waves in search for the loved 
and the lost ; and, as her eye scanned the watery deep, the 
missing vessel appeared in sight in full sail, her canvas 
spread to the breeze, and all was safe on board. I gave a 
shout, " Glory to God ! the vessel is safe on the ocean sail- 
ing, and friends on board are all secure. Lord guide the 
ship and bring them home in safety ! " — When we arose 
.from our devotion, I turned to my sister Potter, sister of the 
said captain. " Sister," said I, " your brother and his com- 
panion are alive ; the vegsel is safe ; I saw her sailing aU 
secure upon the waters, and it wont be long before they 
arrive at home." 

I left and went away to be gone a few weeks. When I 
returned again, Captain Soliss and wife had arrived in 
safety to their family and friends. I had a pleasant inter- 
view with them, and a social visit. I inquired where they 
were about eleven o'clock on such a day evening. Mrs. 
Soliss took her log-book, and sat down to learn their lati- 
tude and longitude on that day, at the time I saw them in 
my prayer of faith. She soon learned they were sailing 
near the West India Islands, and landed safely that night. 
I never knew such faith as that to fail me yet. - 

The vessel had been out there, and was returning home. 
She sailed to New York, and was within a day's sail of 
home and friends ; but the winds blew almost a perfect 
hurricane, and, to save themselves from destruction, they 
returned, driven by the winds and the rough, surging waves, 
to the Bermuda Islands, and were saved, while many other 
vessels were dashed to pieces against the rocks in the fury 
of the storm. 

15 
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I was detained some days longer at the Cove than I 
intended, on account of a severe snow-storm; and wind 
and rain, thunder and lightning followed, which was very- 
terrific. The lightning glare upon the snow and the river 
a little in the distance, with the rolling thunder overhead, 
which jarred the house where we were sitting, made the 
scene solemn and sublime. When the storm abated, and 
the roads were passable, I returned to Bear River, intend- 
ing to stop and rest a week or two with my children. 

But a few days had I tarried, ere I i^^as sent for to go to 
Clements, and over the mountain, to preach Christ to the 
scattered flock in that region. I had promised a brother in 
Comwallis, about eighty miles from Hillsburgh, in the fall, 
that I would go up in that region in the winter, providing 
he came for me. I was looking for him every day, and 
declined going over the mountain, but at length concluded 
to go, as he could come for me on the mountain as well as 
in the valley. Brother William Ingham had been there, 
and had told the people of my being at Clements, and 
promised to take me along with him when he came again. 
The first of March, 1862, I went with brother Ingham to 
Granville Mountain in a sleigh, while the warm sun was 
melting the deep snow, and the cradles in the road made 
the travelling very bad ; but, through the mercy of God, 
the steep mountain was climbed, and the rolling Bay of 
Fundy appeared in full view, stretched along as far as the 
eye could extend, with its rough waves rolling, and the 
winds roaring, and the vessels dancing o'er the waves, with 
their white sails fluttering in the breeze, — all conspiring to 
fill my heart with love and gratitude to my Creator, upon 
whose arm I could lean ; — a being so great, who made the 
heavens, earth, sea, and lakes, mountains, hiUs, and vales ; 
and man, in his image, he created and set him over the 
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work of hia hand. Help me, Lord, to do thy will, that I 
may dwell with thee forever. 

I received a welcome greeting among 'the scattered ones 
by the Bay Shore, and commenced meetings in the after- 
noons and evenings. 

There were some respectable people, and those who loved 
the Lord ; but the cause of God was very low. Some few 
praying souls had been praying God to send some one there 
to labor among them, and we were received as a God-send. 

There was a church of colored people there, who owned 
a small house of worship, and our meetings were in their 
house a pai*t of the time. Our meetings increased in 
interest, and quite a number were reclaimed from their 
wanderings, and the hungry sheep were fed, and made to 
rejoice in God, the rock of their salvation. Many of our 
colored brethren rejoiced with us,, in prospect of soon seeing 
the King in his beauty, and enjoying their treasure. We 
had been there nearly three weeks, and the good work of 
the Lord was prospering under our labors. But my brother 
J. B. Fitch came down from Comwallis to have me go 
into that region and labor awhile ; and, according to my 
promise, I must go. 

I had become somewhat attached to the people, and they 
to me ; but duty required that we must part for a while. 
It fell to my lot to address them in the evening before leav- 
ing on the morrow. I took for my subject 1 Peter i. 
11, — the sufferings of Christ, and the glory that should 
follow ; and it seemed to me, while speaking, as though the 
angels of God were hovering o'er the place, and while I 
heard the hearty " Amens ! " and saw the tear-drops falling, 
I felt to praise God that he had called me to preach free 
salvation to rich and poor, bond and free, black and white, 
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male and female, old and young, high and low, and none 
has any right to say, " Stop ! " or hedge up the way. So, — 

" Where'er I go, I'll tell the story of the cross, of the cross : 
In nothing else my soul shall glory, save the cross, save the cross." 

Our meeting wound up to the glory of God ; about twenty 
exhortations, and as many forward for prayers. Brother 
Ingham prayed, and it seemed as though the spirit of St. 
Paul cam» upon him. I sang, " There are angels hovering 
round "j the meeting closed, and we took the parting hand, 
feeling assured the prayers of those dear friends would 
follow me. 

Morning came, and with brother Fitch I am on my way to 
Cornwallis. I came to Clarence, where I had been holding 
meetings ; stayed there two nights, and had two meetings. 
I expected to hear from my son when I arrived there ; but 
no tidings had come, and I feared he or some of the family 
were sick, for I had dreamed a dream that troubled me, and 
I was loath to go until I could hear from them. There was 
a telegraph office not far off, and my kind brother said he 
would go and ascertain how they were. In a few hours he 
returned with the good tidings, all were well. So we started 
on our journey. I thought, truly man has sought out many 
inventions, and how wonderful the invention that man can 
talk with man hundreds of miles apart! I never realized 
the benefit of the telegraph wires before. Here I wished 
to hear from my son forty miles from me, could not wait to 
write and receive a letter in return, but the telegraph could 
tell me in answer to my call, " Are you sick ? " " All 
well." That was all I wished to know, so I went on my 
journey, to seek a bride for my Master. And while still 
in my meditations, a thought struck my mind that there 
was something more wonderful than all the inventions of 
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man ; namely, that we poor mortals could send a despatch 
to God and his throne, and could get an answer in a mo- 
ment of time. Oh, how wonderful are the works of God, 
and his ways past finding out! So I will love him, praise 
him, serve him still. After a two days' journey, we arrived 
in safety at the home of my brother ; found his wife and 
children well, and glad to see sister Mussey. 

A few days' rest, and I commenced my labors in the 
township of Cornwallis, which is called the garden of Nova 
Scotia. I held one meeting in the valley, in a hall ; and 
then went over the same range of mountains where I 
had been laboring, only forty or fifty miles up eastward. 
Brother Fitch and son went with me on the Sabbath ; left 
me to continue the meetings through the week alone. The 
cause of God was in a very low state. No prayer-meetings 
and but little preaching. The meeting-house had been built 
quite a number of years ; but having never yet been fin- 
ished, it looked rather dark and rough. But I soon found 
that God was there, which made the place look much more 
pleasant than when I first entered. 

I held meetings twice a day through the week, and over 
the Sabbath, and was satisfied, by the' increase of hearers, 
that the people were interested ; and I was encouraged to 
labor on still, believing my labor would not be in vain in 
the Lord. Many turned out to meeting who were never 
there before. Some were Catholics, who came out of curi- 
osity to hear the Yankee woman-preacher. Some came 
quite a distance to the meetings* I was treated very kindly 
among the people. Some rose for prayers ; some whose 
-love had grown cold were encouraged to start anew. One 
man, who (as he told me himself) came out of curiosity, 
was converted to God, and became a happy Christian ; and 
I had the privilege of praying- by the little pool of water 
15* 
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where mj brother Fitch baptized him, and he went on his 
way rejoicing. 

Bj invitation, I went to Hall's Harbor, five miles in the 
distance; spoke in a crowded hall Monday evening; had 
an invitation to tarry longer, but declined, with a promfse 
to come again. 

After a rest for a day or two, brother Fitch took me to 
another locality, to hold two or three meetings. The snow 
was fast melting away, and the travelling very bad ; but I 
had come to labor in the vineyard, and could not feel content 
to keep still ; for when my work was done in Comwallis I 
wanted to go back to Hillsburgh. 

I went to Canaan and had meeting in the evening to a 
brother Bishop's, and by an invitation held another in their 
Baptist meeting-house. 

Returned from Canaan ; rested for the night, and then 
went upon the mountain again, to hold a few more meetings 
before leaving the country. Mercy-drops were falling, and 
a prayer-meeting was established. Went to Hull's Harbor ; 
had two meetings and free time in preaching the word to 
a crowded hall. 

By invitation I went to another neighborhood. Sunday 
afternoon had meeting in a private house, which was 
crowded within and thronged without. I tarried in the 
vicinity nearly a week. Some good was done in the name 
of the Lord. To his name be all the glory. Bade farewell 
to the friends on the Carr Mountain and Hull Harbor, 
hoping to meet some of them in the kingdom of God if no 
more on the earth. 

I found a quiet resting-place at the home of brother 
Fitch, in the valley beneath the mountain. But summer 
was coming on, and I began to look toward my own native 
shore. 
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As my brother wished me to have one meeting at Port 
Williams, in a hall, I gave consent to go, and tfe appoint- 
ment was sent. On the appointed Sabbath morning we go 
to the place appointed for the meeting; thought while going 
I should have but few hearers, as there were many meet- 
ings in the vicinity, but to my surprise the hall was crowded. 
I had a free time in speaking to a respectable people, who 
lifcitened with breathless silence, while I tried to portray 
before their minds the signs of the coming of Jesus, the 
certainty of his coming, the nearness of the event, and the 
importance of a preparation to meet him in peace. My 
labor was in the Lord, and cannot be lost. I sowed in 
tears, and I expect to reap in joy. 

Oh, how precious is the Lord to me ; when J am called 
to go out among strangers, to take from me the fear of man, 
and fill my heart with his Holy Spirit, so that I am received 
as a Christian, without any other recommendation ! — 

Being invited to dine with a rich family, I accepted 
the invitation, and left the house for the Baptist preacher to 
occupy in the afternoon. 

We went with the friend who had invited us to his beau- 
tiful home. The snows were all melted away, and the trees 
began to show their little buds. For miles the ground was 
level, and , the scenery was lovely and beautiful. I never 
saw a more beautiful country prospect in my life. I really 
thought it must look something like paradise, when the trees 
were dressed in their green foliage, and the sweet flowers 
were in bloom ;* and I did not wonder the inhabitants of 
Nova Scotia called it their "gai'den.^* The kind matron 
and dutiful daughters prepared us a nice dinner, and we 
were kindly treated by all. A pleasant chat, with thanks 
for their kindness, a good-by, and away we go to our broth- 
er's again to prepare for our return. 
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Meeting Friday evening in the hall at Sheffield Mills, where 
we had our first meeting in Cornwallis. Saturday morning, 
May 10th, called on some kind neighbors of brother Fitch, — 
Presbyterians ; took dinner with them, bade them farewell, 
with sister Fitch and children, and were soon on our way 
to Alesford, where we stopped over the Sabbath, arid spake 
to the people in an unfinished two-story house. Monday 
morning. May 13th, we started on our journey again, and 
a pleasant ride of twenty miles brought us to our brother 
Elliott's, in Clarence. There I bade farewell to my brothex 
Fitch, who had been a kind, faithful brother to me in ihj 
labor and loneliness in Cornwallis ; and, if I no more 
meet him in this world, I feel assured I shall meet him 
in the Paradise of God. 

My friends of Cornwallis, I bid you adieu, — 
No more o'er the mount do I journey to you; 
My preaching and songs you may never more hear; 
But oh, may I meet you in the kingdom that's near I 

Farewell, pleasant valleys and rivers and plains, 

Perhaps I'll ne'er gaze on your glory again ; 

But hope, when fair Eden in beauty appears, 

I shall cease all my rovings and rest from all cares. ' 

Oh, yes, when the faithful in glory shall reign, 
My tears will be ended, and sorrows and pain; 
I'll gaze on my Saviour with unclouded eyes, 
And dwell with the saints, who from death will arise. 



CHAPTER XII. 

REVIVAL ON FINNEY MOUNTAIN. BAPTISMAL SCENE IN THE 
BAY OP FUNDY. A VISIT AMONG THE POOR, AND A 
WALK UPON THE ROCKS. THE COLORED SISTER's EX- 
HORTATION. FAREWELL AND RETURN TO HILLSBURGH 
TO PREPARE FOR HOME. 

TUESDAY, May 14th. Brother Elliott's son took me 
to Finney Mountain, Bay Shore, where I was cordially 
greeted by the friends again. We commenced our meetings 
intending to stay a few days, and then return to Clements, 
but a dear sister in Christ lying sick, near unto death, de- 
tained me. She heard I had returned, and immediately 
sent for me ta come and see her. I went and found her 
near the gate of death, but^not of heaven. Oh, how cor- 
dially did the dear dying saint receive me ! Said she had 
been praying that I might return, that she might see my 
face once more before she left the world, and now her desire 
Avas granted ; and, with her cold, icy arms around my neck, 
.-1 e pressed me to her bosom, and kissed me as though I 
was her own dear sister or daughter ; said she should live 
but little while, and wanted me to stay to her funeral, and 
brother Ingham must preach her funeral sermon. She 
said she should sleep in the grave till Jesus came, then she 
should live aorain, to die no more. I sang and prayed with 
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her, took dinner with the family, and left for the afternoon 
meeting ; called again in the evening, and found her in a 
dying state. Next morning she was a corpse. Brother 
Ingham ^as sent for at Clements, and preached the funeral 
sermon. I composed some verses to sing at the grave, and 
she was housed away in the silent prison-house, till the 
voice of God shall awake her, then in immortal heauty to 
arise. 

Much prejudice was removed against our views of Scrip- 
ture, and we felt it duty to continue our meetings. The 
good work of the Lord commenced anew, backsliders were 
reclaimed, and sinners were converted. "God was with us 
by his comforting and reproving Spirit. Family altars that 
had been thrown down were erected anew.; saints, both 
black and white, rejoiced together, and it seemed like the 
good old times that were in the past, when love and union 
prevailed everywhere, and sinners inquiring, " What shall I 
do to be saved ? " The song of the convert was heard, and 
the baptismal waters were visited. 

About half a mile ' from our place of worship was the 
foaming Bay of Fundy ; there converts wished to be bap- 
tized, and we repaired to the water, where the scene was 
grand and sublime. I never witnessed so interesting a bap- 
tismal scene. In the distance might be heard the roaring 
of the billows, and still nearer the waves were dashing and 
tolling up their white foam upon the rocks on the shore. 
I felt a fear for those who were about to plunge beneath the 
rolling green waves ; but brother Ingham, nothing daunted 
at. the fury of the mighty deep, fearless and brave, with 
staff in hand, marched into the waters, bidding defiance to 
its proud waves, as if saying, " I am to work for God, hush 
thy proud roarings, and thou, rough waves, be calm." I 
felt no evil would befall him or the candidates, and believed 
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the promise sure ; " in obedience there is great reward." I 
had never seen John the Baptist, but I thought my brother 
must look some like him, while he stood in the water preach- 
ing to the people upon shore. The converts all came out 
of the liquid grave, shouting " Glory to Grod ! " and one 
young lady sung, 

" Glory to God that I have found 
The pearl of my salvation," 

which sounded beautifully from amid the rolling waves. 

From this baptism the reformation took a new, impetus, 
and others followed the next Sabbath. 

Brother Ingham baptized twelve happy converts in the 
bay, and quite a company united together in church capac- 
ity, agreeing to take the word of the Lord for the man of 
their counsel, and to sustain meetings of worship. The 
Baptist people, both white and black, united with us in 
laboring for the salvation of sinners. 

Three months had passed away since I left my brethren 
and children at Hillsburgh, and I felt a great anxiety to 
return J for I had been with my children but little since they 
came to Nova Scotia ; and as I was soon to leave for my 
native land, and they were both unprepared for the judg- 
ment, I felt great anxiety for them, and often wept in secret, 
and prayed God they might become Christians. I was 
willing to labor to save the sons and daughters of other 
mothers, but could not be willing that my few remaining 
children should be lost. 

I often thought of my dream, and was satisfied something 
was about to befall them ; they were either going to be sick, 
and perhaps die, or they would get religion, which increased 
my anxiety to see them. But the Lord and the people 
seemed to hold me upon the mountain, and I dared not 
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leave, lest I should disobey ; for I had promised obedience, ajid 
I must not look back. 

One morning I purposed to take a walk upon the shore 
of the bay and make some calls among the poor, who 
labored hard to gain a sustenance for their little families in 
that out-of-the-way place. So I donned my bonnet and 
shawl, and away I went through the lane, and the first house 
I came to was that of a colored family, who had been con- 
stant attendants of our meetings ; I received a cordial greet- 
ing and a welcome seat in their humble dwelling. The 
good black brother was a taU, noble-looking man, and a dea- 
con of the colored Baptist church. His good-natured wife 
was pleased with my call, and, after a short chat, they in- 
vited me' to sing and pray with them, which I did very 
willingly, for that was a part of my mission. I bade them 
good-morning, and left the house. 

I went out into the pasture, and through a grove, and 
made my way to the rocks upon the shore, and soon found 
myself standing upon a hard foundation, but a rolling one. 
The rocks were smooth as glass, — of all sizes, colors, and 
shapes. Sometimes I stepped upon a rolling stone, and 
came near falling, but being nimble upon the feet, I kept 
up most of the time, but fojy^id it wearisome walking. I at 
length came to a log liouse near the shore, in the edge of 
the green woods, and I left the shore, and turned in for a 
rest and a chat with my good brother and sister Sabine. 
Our little visit was agreeable ; a song, a prayer, and good-by, 
and out upon the rocks I go again. The old foaming Bay 
of Fundy looked beautiful ; its white waves were dashing 
and rolling upon the shore but a few rods from my feet. 
I passed on in deep meditation, thinking of the greatness, 
goodness, love, and mercy of God. . I was passing near a 
small log house, but had not noticed it. I was looking 
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down to see where to step, when I heard a faint, plaintive 
voice, as of a child. I looked up and saw a little girl 
but a few steps from me. She spake in plaintive tones : 
" My mother wants to see you." I immediately turned up 
to the house and went in. The mother, with a child in her 
arms, was pleased that I called. She had been expecting 
me to call when I returned. The little daughter knew it, 
and, seeing me passing by, ran down to the shore to tell me, 
that they might not be overlooked. 

A colored sister sat there by the door as I entered, who 
was so glad to see me she hardly knew how to .compose 
herself; said she had been to our meetings, and she 
loved to hear about Jesus' coming ; was happy when she 
believed he was coming. 

I tarried a little while, sung and prayed, and passed out 
of the house, and they all followed me, and as the colored sis- 
ter stood upon the bank, looking after me, as I was starting for 
the shore, she began to teU me how happy she was when 
she was looking for Jesus to come in the clouds of heaven ; 
and as she told over the story of her joy in the past, she 
caught the same heavenly flow of love in her soul, and be- 
gan to shout, " Glory ! " at the top of her voice, and she 
made the groves ring with the praises of the Lord, while the 
rolling blue waves seemed to e'fcho back the sound. Such 
an exhortation I never heard in the open air before. 

I bade them good-by with tears of thankfulness that I 
felt a union with the colored race who love the blessed 
Saviour ; for of one blood hath God made all nations that 
dwell upon the face of the whole earth, and with him there 
is no respect of persons. 

As I retraced my steps, I was thankful I made that call ; 
for had I passed, they would have thought I slighted them, 
16 
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and my heavenly Father knew I had no disposition to sli^t 
any one, and he sent the little girl to call me in. 

When four weeks had passed away, I felt it duty to 
return to Ilillsburgh for rest ; and our last meeting came, 
and with it came many a sad heart and weeping eye, at the 
thought of our separation. I told them I expected soon to 
Bail for my native land, and perhaps I should never see 
them in this world again. Prayers were offered in my 
behalf, that I might have a safe passage over the briny- 
waters to my own native soil. We took the parting hand of 
many dear pilgrims, with a response from almost every 
heart, and especially did my colored brethren heap the 
blessings of the Lord upon me. 

Their language was, " God bless you, my sister, and bless 
God for sending you here; and may God go with you 
wherever you go, and bless your labors, and stay by you, 
and preserve you, and give you a safe passage over the 
water to your friends, and send you back to us again.'* 
Thus were the prayers and blessings poured upon me from 
those hearts and lips, and my spirit was cheered with their 
exhortations and sweet songs. 

I took my leave of the friends there, and started again for 
the valley below, where flowed the beautiful Moose River 
beneath the Granville Mountain. 

As I passed on toward the Litch settlement, near the Bay 
of Fundy shore, in the harbors there were some large ves- 
sels being built, and the largest one was soon to be launched. 
How much I wished it was ready, so I might see how the 
big boat looked, while taking its departure from the land 
into the deep rolling billows! But the sight was not for 
me ; and the King's business requires haste, so I must be 
moving forward. A few meetings at the Litch settlement, 
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a visit t6 our pilgrim Brother Woodsworth, and his family, 
and down the mountain we go for the last time. 

I visited, and had a few meetings with the friends in 
Granville, before crossing Moose River. 

I visited the Indian camps, near the shore of the Annap- 
olis Gut, where they camped in the summer season, to catch 
tlie seals from the ocean, or basin. I went into nine camps ; 
the men were out on the water with their bark canoes, 
catching a seal ; the squaws were pleasant, and treated us. 
very kindly. They had several seal skins stretched upon a 
pole to dry. 

In the basin, a little beyond where we were, we saw 
quite a gathering of fishing vessels. I counted over forty 
at anchor on the Sabbath, and hoped some of the sailors 
would come to our meeting, that I might see some of my 
own countrymen ; which would have been far more prefer- 
able to me than the sight of an Indian, or a wigwam. But 
none appeared : perhaps they had a meeting of their own. 

We returned to the wharf where we were to cross the 
river, over to the Clement shore. I had a meeting in a 
hall, the evening before crossing, in the morning. I heard 
there was a report in that neighborhood, that my husband was 
living, so I had to rectify that lie of Satan before I could 
preach to them Jesus. I had freedom in speaking, and left 
the event with the Lord. 

Morning came ; the winds were blowing, the waves were 
rolling and dashing upon the shore. The river was all in 
commotion, and I dared not cross, neither in a ferry nor sail 
boat. I was disappointed, but had to make the best of it, 
thinking the wind would go down, and I could go at night ; 
but the waters were still rough. I went out upon the wharf 
to see if I could not see some one coming after me from 
the other shore ; for I felt such an anxiety to get back to 
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my children, I would have gone, rough as it was. fiut none 
came for me ; and, while gazing out upon the rough waters, 
I heard a roaring, as if an earthquake was coming. I won- 
dered what it meant ; in a moment all was plain ; for the 
noble steamer came in sight from St. John, and was plough- 
ing and puflSng through the waves. She looked noble as 
she passed ; and had she hauled up to the wharf, and if 1 
had heard a call from the deck, ^ Get on board ! get on 
board ! " I don't know but I should have sprung aboard for 
dear life, and away I would go to Annapolis town. But 
there was no such cry, and she was soon out of sight. 

No boat caqtie for me ; night came on, and the -fog is 
settled down ; so I must be patient to stop one more night 
with my good sister, who kindly welcomed me to her home, 
until the wind subsided and I could go across safely. 

Early the next morning, the sun shone brightly upon the 
water, which was smooth as glass ; not a ripple could be 
seen ; the wind had ceased to blow, and all was beautiful. 
A sail is seen upon the waters, — a boat is coming. 

The house where I was stopping was near the shore, and 
I watched the boat as she was nearing the land. I wished 
brother B. to know where I was without going out of his 
way, so I stepped to the door and commenced to sing, — 

• " Out on an ocean all boundless we ride, — 

We're homeward bound, homeward bound." 

He hears the well-known voice, and the little bark is soon 
anchored near the shore, where I was, and in a few mo- 
ments I bade brother Boiling good-morning, and my good 
kind sister good-by with thanks for their kindness, and was 
soon safely seated in the sail-boat bound for the Clement 
shore, singing as we go, — 

** We are voyagers on an ocean, 
And our destiny we know, 
For the chart, it has pointed out the way ; '* 
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and in about half an hour we were safely landed at Clement, 
and took breakfast with sister Mary. 

The next day, Brother Purday took me to Bear River. 
I found my friends and children well, and glad to see mother 
once more, after an absence of three months and a half. 
But my heiirt was somewhat saddened, for my son was 
about ready to sail for Boston ; the tide was up, and the 
vessel would soon leave the wharf. He concluded, however, 
to stay at home over night, and walk two miles to the vessel 
in the morning. We had a little prayer-meeting at his 
house in the evening, and in the morning he left for the 
States, to find work at haying, and a mother's prayers will 
follow him. 

My two little gi*andchildren had grown nicely in my ab- 
sence, and were glad to have grandma' come home to stop 
with them till father's return. 

I had a meeting appointed for me at the Chapel, and my 
daughter attended for the first time since she came to Nova 
Scotia. 

While at Comwallis, my brother-in-law had come over 
the water to work awhile with my son, and also to see the 
country. I proposed having a family altar erected, and, 
being a Christian, he joined with me, and the good Spirit of 
the Lord was with us. 

Our brethren were much cheered with the prospect of 
having a visit from Brother E. Burnham from the States, 
and no one could be more pleased with the idea of seeing 
and hearing him than myself. 

He had been laboring in St. John and vicinity (thirty 
miles across the Bay) for some weeks ; and had engaged to 
come to Hillsburgh, and was daily expected when I re- 
turned. But a letter came that he could not come just 
then, for God was at work among the people, sinners were 

16* 
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being converted, and his help was needed there awhile 
longer. 

1 was calculating to go back to the States in August, to 
be in time to attend the camp-meeting at Wilbraham, Mass. ; 
so I wished to visit my friends in Nova Scotia, as far as 
possible, and bid them farewell. I accordingly went down 
to Smyth's Cove once more to have a few meetings in the 
little Hall, and make my farewell visit among them. But I 
had found many friends in Nova Scotia, who had been very- 
kind, and were very dear to me ; and, not knowing I should 
ever come to that province again, I felt somewhat solemn at 
tlie thought of parting. 

The friends at Smyth's Cove were always glad to see me, 
and especially the little daughter of brother and sister 
Potter, who, at my first call, was sick, — had been near unto 
death with the dreadful disease diphtheria, — but was recov- 
ering. I sang a hymn ; gave her a little tract ; prayed with 
the family, and especially for her recovery, and she never 
forgot me, and I don't think she ever will. I bade them 
good-by, hoping to meet in the future glorious kingdom, 
where parting will never be known ; where sickness will 
not blast, or death devour ; no tears to fall, no hearts be 
sad ; the glory there will be for all, and all will be forever 
glad. 

I returned to Hillsburgh, and in due time our Brother - 
Edwin arrived in the fulness of the blessing of the gospel 
of Christ. 

He commenced his labors, and the spirit of God begins to 
move among the people ; saints are quickened, and back- 
sliders trembled ; some arose for prayers, and sinners were 
converted. He baptized ten willing souls. That group of 
backsliders, for which I had so often prayed, were all re- 
claimed from their departure from the Lord, and family 
altars were erected. 
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Oh, how sad I felt to think my Frank could not be there 
to attend the meetings, and join the praying army ! With 
what anxiety I' watched his companion as she attended the 
meetings from time to time ! She made no move, and I 
began to fear this time would pass, and she remain as 
she was. I still kept praying, " Lord, save my child." 

One morning, when hope was almost gone, I heard a rap 
at my chamber door, and a sister said, " I have good news 
to tell you this morning." My voice responds, " What's the 
news ? " The answer comes, " Mary has been praying." 

Surely that was good news. I immediately arose, dressed 
myself and hastened to our little home. Mary met me at 
the door, threw her arms around my neck, and with the 
tears of joy falling exclaims, " Mother, I've been praying." 

I thanked the Lord, and wept for joy. God had an- 
swered my prayers and saved my daughter. 

She told me that she arose and commenced getting her 
breakfast, and she felt so burdened and distressed she did 
not know what to do, but continued about her work ; but 
her burden and sorrow increased, until she finally left all ; 
retired to her room, and bowed before God in humble sup- 
plication, praying that her sins might be forgiven, and for 
God to have mercy upon her. God heard the humble 
suppliant's prayer, forgave her sins, removed her burden, 
filled her with his spirit of love. Hence the willingness to 
own she had been praying. She confessed her Saviour to 
all she saw, and in the afternoon went to meeting and told 
what the Lord had done for her soul. Our family altar was 
already erected, and she was prepared to join in the worship ; 
and our united cries went up to God in behalf of the absent 
companion and son. 

Oh, how much I felt to prai§e my Lord for what he had 
done ! She was a fit subject for baptism, but thought best to 
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wait till her husband returned, hoping he might give him- 
self to the Lord and go with her. When a little boy, he 
used to pray in our little family ; and what a desire I had 
to hear that voice in prayer again ! 

I had thought of my dream many times ; had written to 
my cliildren while absent, and warned them of their danger 
while out of Christ, and that they would either get religion, 
or be sick and perhaps die. 

One day, as we were conversing together, I thought of 
my dream, and said to my daughter, you have^ heard me 
speak of my dream, but I never have told it to you. Now 
I will ; for a part of it is come to pass, and I have faith to 
believe the other part will.* 

And now for the 

DREAM. 

While I was laboring on Phinney Mountain, trying to lead 
souls to Christ, I retired to rest, weary with the labors of 
the day ; and, while thinking of my loneliness and absent 
friends, loved ones and lost, I finally fell asleep; and I 
dreamed that myself, son, and wife started in a wagon to go 
to Digby, about nine miles from Hillsburgh on Bear River, 
and, while journeying along, my son jumped out of the 
wagon and went on foot up a hill a little in the distance. 
Daughter and I were talking by the way, and son went over 
the hill out of sight In a few moments I looked up, and 
he was coming back over the hill with a black, tattered out- 
side' garment on, jumping up and down in the air. He 
would rise a rod from the ground, and then come down 
again, and was making his way toward us in this way, I 
was alarmed at the sight, and thought he was crazy. I 
cried out to him to know what the matter was. He came 
to the wagon, got in, and we rode along until we came to 
the cove where I had Jbeen holding meetings ; and I ran in 
* And it has. 
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a moment to see some of the friends, and left him and his 
wife in the wagon to wait my return. While I was talking, 
the door opened, and my son came in. His outer garment 
was left off, and he had, in exchange, pure white linen. 
His shirt was nicely done up, and nothing could look more 
white and clean. He laid down in a cradle by the side of 
the door as soon as he entered, and a little child lay there, 
which I thought was his own, dressed in pure white, like 
himself. He hugged the child in his bosom, until I feared 
he would kill it^ I tried to take it from him, but it was im- 
possible. He held it so much the closer ; and I was obliged 
to desist. 

While in that situation, a messenger came running into 
the house with the intelligence that Mary was dead. I ran 
out saying, " We have left her out there alone in the cold to 
take care of the horse, and now she is dead ! " I ran to 
her assistance ; and she lay upon the cold ground, dead. I 
stooped down to lift her up, and, behold ! she came to life 
again. 

1 was so distressed and excited J awoke, and was glad it 
was nothing but a dream ; but it still troubled me so that sleep 
departed from me ; and for a long time I lay trying to make 
out the interpretation. I finally fell asleep again and 
dreamed the interpretation of it ; and my mind was in a 
measure relieved. 

The black, tattered* garment of my son was his garment 
of sin and wickedness ; his fine, white linen was a garment 
of Christ's righteousness ; the child in his arms showed that 
he had become as that little pure, sinless child. Mary's 
death was dying to sin and becoming alive to God, through 
Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Thus, before my eyes, was the last part of my dream re- 
alized ; and I prayed God the other part might be. 
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Brother Burnham closed his meethigs for the present, 
and left for St John. On his way to Digby to take the 
steamer, he called to the house of a brother to eat cherries 
and dine. Nova Scotia is quite a place for cherries, and 
this year they were quite plenty. A goodly company of us 

followed brother B to bid him good-by, and to share 

with him in the fruit. Soon after our arrival, I ran out full 
of life, thinking I should get a taste of the cherries first of 
any one ; but when I got in sight of the trees, behold ! 
brother Burnham was there with a nice limb of cherries in 
his hand ; and, with my help, the branch was soon relieved 

of its burden. And I don't think brother B will ever 

forget that cherry-picking nor the parting prayer-circle in 
Nova Scotia. 

I went once more to Clements to bid the friends adieu 
before leaving the province. I had some dear friends there 
who had been very kind to me in all my trials ; and there 
was the place where I was sinking with sorrow, and the sa- 
, cred spot where I submitted my all to Grod, and promised 
obedience to him forever, to live or to die in his service ; 
and there too, — praise to the name of Jehovah, — he heard 
my cries and sent deliverance to my captive soul upon the 
cold, damp ground ; and angela rejoiced over the scene that 
followed. And that sacred spot will never be forgotten, 
although far away over the deep blue sea. 

A faithful brother had fallen here hy death since I came 
to the province, who was very much missed among the few 
who were looking for the Master's return. 

I visited the friends and bade them farewell, perhaps for- 
ever in this world, but hope to meet some in the coming 
kingdom. 

I then returned to Bear River, where the good work of 
the Lord was still prospering. The converts were strong 
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and faithful; the meetmgs were lively and spirituaL I 
warned them faithfully and in tears. 

We were sent for by a dear sick sister to come and have 
a meeting with her. She had been sick with the dropsy for 
many months, and had some confidence that the prayer of 
faith might save her, — feeling assured God had kept her 
alive in answer to prayer for months in the past. She had 
been better, and able to attend some meetings, was a faithful 
laborer in the'vineyard. But now she thought her work was 
about done, and was ready and willing to go ; but for the sake 
of her family was willing to live, if it was the will of the Lord. 

Her room was filled with praying people, and a solemn 
scene followed. Brother Ingham bowed upon his knees 
and anointed her with oil in the name of the Lord, and then 
called upon the Lord in humble prayer. Others followed 
in succession, until -nearly all in the room prayed. She 
seemed somewhat relieved, and was assured God had heai'd 
prayer, and whether she lived or died she was the Lord's, 
and had taken a Bible course in calling for the elders of the 
church to pray for her. 

I bade sister Reed .farewell, feeling assured I should see 
her face no more until I saw it smiling in immortal beauty 
in Paradise restored. 

The month of August had arrived, and I, with brother 
Ingham's family, was preparing to leave. A schooner was 
engaged to take us over the water to our own native soil un- 
der the stars and stripes again, where all was war and com- 
motion. But yet it was home ; and when urged to tarry 
longer, my answer was, I must go to my own country to 
weep with the weeping mothers and widows, bereft of hus- 
bands and children ; for I am a companion of all such, and I 
am willing to share in the sorrows and sufferings of my own 
countrymen. I will weep with those who weep ; and if 
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thore be anj that can rejoice, I can and will rejoice wit! 
them, in prospect of future rest ; for assured am I this is ali 
there is in this world of sorrow and mourning to rejoice for. 

August 10th, we were prepared to sail ; and, the day pre^ 

Tioos, my son arrived from^oston. I was rejoiced to see his 

fare a|;ain, for I feared he would not return, until I nvas gone. 

Had a meeting in the evening, with the family in the room 
below, — our farewell meeting in Nova Scotia for the present. 
The house was filled, and God was there. My daughter 
was not ashamed to own Christ before her husband, or any 
one with whom she associated. 

I had been in Nova Scotia fifteen months, and had been 
treated very kindly by all. My fare had been paid over 
the water, and 1 had lacked for nothing while here. I found 
brothers, and sisters, and homes. I had travelled over the 
hills and through the vales ; had walked beside the lovely 
Bear River ; had gazed upon the beautiful scenery among the 
hills as I sailed in their little boats to different localities. 
And now, green fields, hills, vales, and flowers, I must bid 
adieu. 

^ The morning of the 10th of August the friends gathered 
to bid us farewell. ' Some gifts and tokens of friendship were 
presented from sisters and children. Brother Ingham, wife 
and children, were with us, ready to go, and the tide would 
be up in a short time. The house was full, and a solemn feel- 
ing seemed to settle down upon us all. The dear ones I was 
about to leave, perhaps I should never see again. Mj chil- 
dren I must leave behind, and what would befall us ere we 
met again, God alone knew. My brother-in-law was there, 
and when or where we might meet again, we knew not All 
conspired to fill our hearts with sadness, and cause the tears 
to flow. I proposed a season of prayer before we parted. 
Brother Ingham prayed, and I followed. God looked upon 
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^•^ that bowed circle, and heard prayer, and the melting tears 

■^ profusely fell. We took the parting hand, the g©od-by 

was spoken. The schooner Alliance is waiting for her pre- 
.^ cious freight, with sails all spread and floating in the breeze, 

and soon we were all on board, bound for Boston harbor. 

'. -- Farewell, Nova Scotia, I now leave your shore ; 

^' Your high hills and valleys, I see them no more; 

I have lived 'neath the flag of Victoria, your queen, 
^ ■ Whom you call very good, but her face I've not seen. 

:>3i No war-cry is sounding upon your fair shore ; 

But you know not how soon the loud cannons may roar. 

Your warriors be equipped with their sword and their shield, 
^' And your noble sons fall on the sad battle-field. 

»i 
M , For Jehovah has said, 'tis the word of his mouth, 

"A whirlwind will rise from the coasts of the earth, 

From nation to nation, the sword it will go, 
' " And angry they'll be at th^r sad overthrow.'* "" 

S 17 



CHAPTER XIII. 

8AIL o'er the ocean -t- LANDING IN BOSTON — WILBRAHAM 
CAMP-MEETING — VISITING MY MOTHER AT LOWELL, AND 
MY EASTERN TOUR IN THE STATE OP MAINE, ETC., ETC. 

AUGUST 10th I set sail in the schooner Alliance, bound 
for Boston, Mass. I hoped I might not be sea-sick, 
and felt nicely for a few hours ; but the scene changed, and 
the rough rolling waves of the Bay of Fundy brought on 
the dreaded illness, and I was doomed again to take the 
cabin and the bunk ; but the old saying is, " Misery loves 
company," so I was not alone in my discomfort, for brother, 
sister, and the two children, were all sick for a while ; but 
the bay was soon passed, and they were better, and able to 
wait upon their sick sister. I had the best of care, and in a 
day or two was able to go upon deck and pass the time in 
smging and composing some verses. 

The weather was pleasant most of the time, and the seas 
were calm. At the end of the fourth day we knew we were 
nearing port. I was a glad child, and had little sleep 
through the night. At the first dawn of day, I heai-d the 
sound, " Land in sight 1 " I jumped up, looked out of the 
little cabin-window, and land was in full view, and the light- 
houses were seen on every hand ; and, as we drew nearer, 
and the full dawn of day appeared. Fort Independence was 
near us on our right, and as the fog cleared away and the 
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king of day arose, shining in its strength, lo ! and behold ! 
old Boston appeared in full view, with the stars and stripes 
fluttering in the breeze. My heart bounded within me for 
joy at the thought of home and friends ; yet, there was sor- 
row commingled at the thought of war and perplexity in my 
own beloved country. But Jesus was mine, and I was his, 
and our Eden home was nearing, so I had nothing to fear, but 
hope and trust filled my heart. We catered the harbor and 
anchored for the forenoon. I enjoyed the ocean and land 
scenery very much. It was a delightful prospect to see the 
vessels, of all kinds and sizes, moving^ to and fro in every 
direction. About noon we entered port, and safely landed at 
East Boston. I was glad to plant my feet again on the 
American shore. The friends at East Boston and vicinity 
greeted us cordially, and we found welcome homes until the 
time appointed for the Wilbraham camp-meeting. 

Monday, August 20th, the people began to gather from 
every quarter to the camp-meeting. 

Tuesday I stepped into the cars. For fifteen months I had 
not seen or heard them whistle, and it seemed delightful to 
be on board again. A few hours' ride brought us in safety 
to old Wilbraham, and soon we were safely seated in the 
shady grove where prayer, praise, and songs have been heard 
yearly, amid the green foliage. 

I met many dear fellow-pilgrims, with whom I had for- 
merly been acquainted, and formed many new acquaintances 
who will never be forgotten. Preaching from the stand, 
and in the tents, from the servants of the Lord, was like 
cold water to my thirsty soul. Prayer and conference meet- 
ing, with spiritual songs in the tents, made the place a little 
Bethel to our souls, for the Lord was there. My boai*d was 
free, and my friends were kind. As our meeting was 
drawing to its close, I felt I had a duty to do, and a cross 
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to bear which was very heavy, and who could help me bear 
it ? No one knew my feelings, and I almost shrunk under 
the load, — but yet it must be done ; for if I left the place 
without bearing that cross, I knew that I should disobey 
God, and bring darkness to my mind. 

I thought I must have encouragement from some one, 
for we were exhorted to help bear one another's burdens and 
80 fulfil the law of Christ; and to whom could I go for 
assistance that would be any more wilUng to help me than 
brother Himes ? I accordingly went to him, and told him 
' what my duty was, and that it must be done before the 
meeting closed. He spoke words of encouragement to me 
such aj8 a preacher would not do that had no faith in femaks 
laboring in the gospel field. 

My duty was to tell my brethren that God had called me 
to labor in his vineyard, and I had promised to go where 
doors were open. This was my duty, and this I must do, 
God helping me, and I needed the prayers and sympathies 
of all who love our Lord Jesus Christ. 

I expected there might be some of the good servants of 
the Lord that would not be willing to think a female could 
know and understand her duty as well as a brother ; but I 
claimed the same privilege to know what God requires, as 
well as any other one upon the footstool ; and I knew God 
had called jne to his work, and none could hedge up the 
way. 

My good brother Himes went on to the stand, and gave a 
recommendation to the people (a bettej one than I was 
worthy of, I feared), and opened the way for me to speak. 
1 opened my mouth boldly for God, and let my determi- 
natioDs and wants be known. 

Bm* Himes recommended the brethren to assist not only 
prayers, but with^ their substance. And brother 
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H. L. Hastings gave me the right hand of fellowship, and 
bid me God speed on my mission of mercy. 

Brothers Ingham and Preble spoke words of encourage- 
ment in my favor, and my heart w^as greatly encouraged 
to go forward trusting in the Lord, who ha^AUed me in 
his vineyard to labor. ^m 

Our meeting closed," and my dear breth^p and sisters 
gave me six dollars in money, to aid me in my mission, 
which I received with thanksgiving. Many doors were 
open for me to go and labor for the Lord, ere I left the 
ground; but as I had an aged mother living in Lowell, 
whom I had been absent from over a year, I felt it my duty 
to go and visit her and rest a few days before going to any 
other place, but « promised many friends in different States I 
would visit them at a future time. 

As I was about leaving, a brother spoke of a camp-meet- 
ing in Maine, and thought if I would go, perhaps I might do 
good in that vicinity. I weighed the matter in my mind, 
and asked counsel of the Lord. I wanted to do right, and 
in the way that would best please Him. 

I went on to Boston, still unsettled in my mind as to duty, 
and, While talking the matter over, a friend put into my 
hand five dollars from the treasury of the Lord, and 
that settled my mind it was duty to go. I immediately 
took the cars and hastened to Lowell to see my mother, 
ninety years of age; found her comfortable for so old a 
lady, and glad to see her wandering daugliter again. 

I tarried a few days with mother, and my brother and 
his family, then left for the State of Maine to the camp- 
meeting at Corinna. The brethren and sisters came to- 
gether in the name of the Lord, and God was glorified, 
backsliders were reclaimed, and sinners converted. When 
the meeting broke up, and the friends were scattering, a 
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good broiher took up a collection of seven dollars for me, 
which was more than enough to bear my expenses back 
again. 

By inv^fttion I stopped awhile ^o labor in the vicinity 
round aboML went as far as Bangor and Orrington, and la- 
bored with^fcd success, and the friends helped me after a 
godly sort, ™ 

I labored in the Lord, and sowed in tears, trusting it 
would not be in vain. 

The dreadful disease, diphtheria, was raging in the vicinity 
where I was holding meetings ; some were sick, and many 
had died. Some families of little children were all dead, 
and parents left to mourn. 

I was holding meetings in a school-house near where a 
young lady was sick. She was calculating to come to the 
meeting one evening but was taken worse, and did not 
come. When the meeting closed, word came that she 
wanted to see me. I went into the sick-room, and the poor 
girl looked as though she were in a dying state, and could 
live but a short time. 

I asked her if she wished me to pray for her. She 
whispered " yes." I knelt down to pray, and this was 
my prayer, — 

" O Lord, here is a sick daughter, groaning under disease, 
and to all appearance must die. O Lord, let her live. For 
her dear mother's sake, let her live. For Jesus' sake, let 
her live. For her soul's sake, let her live, and declare the 
wonders of the Lord." Faith took hold of the promise, I 
gave a shout, " Glory to God! shell live, — yes, she'U live ! 
Glory to God ! Amen." 

I arose, and turned to her mother, saying, " Your daugh- 
ter will live." I looked again at the pale, sick girl, and she 
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Still looked like a dying person ; but I told her she would 
live. I then said to the mother, " Raise the window ; " and, 
being weary with ray constant laboring, I left the house to 
retire to my lodging-place, to rest for the night. 

The next morning, I left to hold meeting^n another 
neighborhood. I was gone nearly a week, ^Kl had not 
heard whether the damsel lived or died ; but my faith was 
" she'll live." 

I inquired for her as soon as I returned. One person 
asked me what I thought about it now. " Is she dead, or 
did sh^ live ? " said I, " She is alive." " She is aJive," said 
he, "and getting well." But alas, death was bent on hav- 
ing a victim there, and a son was taken siek with the same 
disease, soon after, and died. 

I will relate an interesting prayer-meeting we had in one 
tent at the camp-meeting. I had been on the ground near- 
ly two days ; heard good preaching, praying, and singing, 
but had felt no spirit of labor myself ; and I began to feel 
dissatisfied with my present feelings, for I had come quite a 
distance, and I did not want to come so far, and spend my 
money to no profit. 

1 was walking around the tents about the time of the 
gathering for prayer-meeting, and finally returned to the 
tent where I made it my home through the meeting. Some 
had gathered there, and Brother J. G. Smith was about 
commencing the meeting. I went in, joined with them in 
singing, and Brother Smith commenced. praying. When he 
had finished, I poured out my soul to God in prayer, that I 
might have a spirit of labor for souls, in common with 
others, and that God would give us one kid to make merry 
with our friends. The spirit of love and labor for my dying 
fellow-men came ; and the burden of my prayer was, " Save 
souls, and give us a kid ; jiist one, Lord! " I felt the power 
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of mj^prayer, and I believed God would answer, and we 
should have a kid to gladden our hearts. Others prayed ; 
and there was one brother who had an unconverted wife, 
and, as he commenced praying for her, and agonized with 
tears, and^oans, and strong cries in her behalf, and that 
God woulf%iave mercy upon her, and save her from sin, I 
inquired ofthe mother, which was the lady the son was pray- 
ing for ? She pointed her out to me, and f arose and went 
to her, begged her to fall before God, beside her husband, 
and pray for herself. He was still pleading for her, and his 
groans increased. I plead with her until with me she 
bowed upon the floor, and was soon heard to pray for her- 
self. The companion prayed until she gave up to God, and 
his burden was removed. Then was heard the repenting 
prodigal, in prayer, pleading with God for pardon. I looked 
up, and a lovely daughter of Elder Billings was standing 
by a chair, with her eyes raised to heaven, begging for 
mercy, agonizing and confessing her wanderings from the 
Lord. She prayed till the blessing came, and then began to 
shout, " Glory t(^ God! " at the top of her voice, and she 
made the tented grove ripg with shouts of praise, and we 
had a shout in the camp. Saints rejoiced, and sinners trem- 
bled. The bell rung for preaching at the stand, and our 
prayer-meeting closed. . Brother Smith came along, and 
asked me if I expected the Lord was gmng to answer my 
prayer so soon ? I told him " Yes, I did ; yes, I did." I 
asked God in faith for one kid, I believe, and he gave us 
two ; and " faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evi- 
dence of things not seen." 

Soon we all gathered axound the stand, and preaching 
commenced; but the sound of prayer again, in our tent, 
drew me back to the spot, and I found Elder Dammon kneel- 
ing beside his son, his dear and only child, pleading with God 
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for Lim ; and the son pleading for himself. Thus the Lord 
was moving, and sinners saved by grace. To God be all 
,the glory. 

Recently I read an obituary in the " Crisis " of the death 
of Sister Clark, at Clark's Mills,— -the lady for whom the 
tusband had prayed so earnestly at the prayer-nleeting. She 
rejoiced in her last moments that she attended the camp- 
meeting at Corinna, and gave her heart to God. It wa9 
the first camp-meeting she ever attended, and Grod saved 
her there ; and she died in the triumphs of faith, expecting 
a glorious resurrection from among the dead, at the coming 
of Jesus. And that that blessed morning is nearing, we 
know by the signs in the past. 

My aged mother is a living witness of the first sign, given 
as an indication that the judgment was near. When I was 
preparing to go to the Maine camp-meeting, she wished me 
to remember her to the brethren. Said I, " Mother, I will ; 
and they will preach about the coming of Jesus, and will 
tell of the signs of his being near, and of the dark day you 
saw when a little girl. Now, mother, sit down beside me, 
and tell me over the story once more, about that dark day." 
She did ; and thus she commenced : — 

" When I was a little girl, eight years old, I went out into 
the corn-field with my father to drop the com for him. It 
was in the year^i|p, May 10th. I remember it well, — shall 
never forget that day, aiid I am now ninety years old. Well, 
while I was dropping the corn, it began to grow dark at ten 
o'clock, as if night was coming on ; but we continued to 
work awhile, until it grew so dark that my father thought it 
best to qirit work, and said, * Come, Hannah, we will go to 
the house, for it is growing so dark I don't know what is 
coming.' So we went to the house, and it grew dark like 
pight. The fowls went to roost ; the birds disappeared ; the 
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Candles were lit, and my father sat down to read the Bible, 
oad we did not know but the daj of judgment was coming, 
and some folks thought it was. 

'* Some people said the night following, was as much 
darker, than common, as the daj was. But I knew nothing 
about that, for I was so young I went to bed early. But 
that dark day, I shall never forget." 

Thus did my dear old mother tell her simple, truthful 
story, of witnessing the first sign, given by our Saviour, of 
the end of the world, and the coming of Jesus in the clouds 
of heaven, to save his people, and destroy the wicked nations 
of the earth, and set up his kingdom that shall stand forever. 

I carried my mother's request and testimony to the camp- 
meeting, and the second day after I arrived, Brother A. 
Ross, preached on the signs of the times, and when he 
ended his soul-stirring discourse, I felt moved upon by the 
Spirit of God, to report my dear mother and bring in her 
testimony as a witness to the truth. The spirit of the sub- 
ject seemed to fall upon me as if electrified ; and the pale 
countenances and the falling tears from the assembled mul- 
titude, told the story that God was speaking to their hearts ; 
and many could witness of the good effect my mother's 
testimony, accompanied with her daughter's, had upon the 
congregation on that day. 

I tarried with the friends in Maine It^f^j eight weeks ; 
held about forty meetings, then bade them farewell with a 
promise to return again some time, if the Lord will, and 
started on my journey back to Lowell. I visited the breth- 
ren at Yarmouth, Portland, Biddeford, and Kennebunk-port, 
then, started again on my way, and went to Boston. Got 
five dollars' worth of tracts to distribute ; stopped with 
brother Hastings and family over night, enjoyed a Bible- 
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class with them, and on the morrow, found myself safely 
in Lowell again, with my mother, and my brother's family. 
' I visited some relatives in that region, and then intended 
to go up into the country of New Hampshire and Vermont. 
But my way seemed hedged up for the present. Bro. T. 
Cole wished me to go to Exeter, N. H., to stay a few weeks 
with the people there. I engaged to go, but must first visit 
the grave of my husband. So I hasten to Fisherville, and 
to the graveyard to read the inscription upon the tombstone, 
and drop a silent tear over his remains. And when I read 
this little verse, oh, how I loved it I 

" Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep 
From which none ever wake to weep." 

And again those precious words of my dear Redeemer : 
" I am the resurrection and the life." They were balm to 
my heart, and I, with my sister Saunders, turned away, 
feeling the blessed assurance, "Thy companion will live 
again, to die no more." 

I bade adieu to the lonely grave, — no friend near to weep, 
or to plant flowers to blossom o'er the mound. But God 
in my absence h^d planted one flower for me there, and I 
wept as I saw it, plucked a stem, and, passing- out, I has- 
tened to the cars for Concord. I tarried for the night with 
friends, and met with the brethren for worship, and then 
left for Lake Village. My dear sister Aldrich had fallen 
by death in my absence to Nova Scotia, and ^as sleeping 
beside her husband, there to rest till Jesus comes to awake 
them. Oh, happy day, when death shall be destroyed, and 
the saints shall get the victory ! 

The friends at Lake Village greeted me cordially once 
more, and I enjoyed a few meetings with them, and then, 
according to my promise, went to Exeter, where I tarried 
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four weeks, and had some good meetings. I sowed in tears, 
and trust my labor will not be lost. 

Went to Elliot, Maine; tarried with the people four 
weeks ; found a welcome home with my brother and sister 
Athorn ; did^what I could in the name of the Lord. 

I visited the friends in Portsmouth once more, and spoke 
twice in their nice chapel, and enjoyed myself w«tt» Then 
went to Newcastle ; held meetings, and found some happy 
conver^. 

By invitation from a dear sister, I went to North Ber- 
wick, and had two meetings in the Freewill Baptist meet- 
ing-house. 

Went to Biddeford once more, and tarried four weeks. 
Good was done in the name of the Lord. Some backsliders 
were reclaimed, some were converted to the truth, and one 
sinner converted to God. 

Went to Kennebunk-port. Meeting on the Sabbath. I 
visited my poor blind brother, who was happy in prospect 
of soon getting where he could see the lovely bowers and 
green fields of Eden. Then went to see my invalid sister, 
a good mother in Israel, who had not^walked for twelve 
years. She was sighing for rest, an^ looking for the land 
where the inhabitants will not say, " 1 am sick ; " and the 
lame ones here will leap as an hart there ; and the tongue 
of the dumb will sing for joy. 

I retraced my steps, after bidding good-by to friends, and 
went to Haverhill, Mass. Here I had a dear brother, who 
was ever ready to greet me in the yard or at the door ; but 
no brother William now to meet me : he's dead and laid 
away among the slain, beneath the cold clods of the valley, 
m the cemetery in Haverhill, there to wait till the summons 
comes, "Awake, ye. dead, and come to judgment! " but a 
daughter and son were glad to see their Aunt Abby once 
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more. Held a few meetings with the lovers of Jesus ; th^gb 
away again on my journey. 

Went to Carlisle, to hold meetings with the friends tte^e 
a few days. God was with me, and the few that love Jesus 
wer# comforted with the precious w^rds, "/ will 4ome 
again** 

A meeting at the poor-farm. Preached to the poor a 
free salvation from the words of James : " Hearken, my 
beloved brethren, hath not God chosen the poor of this 
world, rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom, which he 
hath promised to them that love him ? '* Some of the poor 
were comforted, and one poor, lame sister remarked, that it 
seemed like heaven all around that night. I took my leave, 
and went to Lowell ; staid with my dear mother one night, 
and then bade her adieu, perhaps to see her white locks and 
wrinkled face no more until I meet her in blooming Para- 
dise. 

So farewell, my dear mother ; you have lived many years ; 
You have passed through sore trials, and shed many tears; 
Tour face it is wrinkled; your locks have grown gray; 
But you'll shine yi the kingdom of eternal day. 

Once more I find myself among the friends on Sugar 
, Hill, where lay my dear son beneath the cold turf on the 
hill-side. ' His wife had erected a nice marble tombstone, 
sacred to the memory of a dear companion, with this beau 
tiful verse inscribed thereon : — 

" They are over, — the hopes I so fondly have cherished, ' 
Like the mist of the morning, have faded away; 
The blossoms I've shrined in my bosom have perished 
Ere yet their fair leaves gave a sign of decay.'* 

She had planted on and arpund his grave lovely flowers 
to blossom in their time. 
18 
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There was one more grave in that burying-ground, that 
looked very dear to me, and the only monument standing in 
tlie yard, with its granite top, to tell to the distant traveller 
a k>ved one lies there. 

rfe\jvaa the daughter of brother and sister Spooner, 
seventeen years of age. In the bloom of life she was cut 
down by the enemy, death, leaving friends and loved ones 
to mourn. She would probably have been my daughter, had 
she lived. 

When my children were standing by the bedside of their 
dying father, a despatch came to my youngest son, Levi 
Woodbury, that Martha Ann was very sick and not ex- 
pected to recover. She wished to see him, and he must 
hasten to the place ; but his poof father lay in the agonies 
of death, and he could not leave until he was dead and 
buried. He then with speed hastened to Sugar Hill, and 
poor Martha Ann was dead and buried, and he could be- 
hold her face no more. 

My brother and sister lost their dear daughter, and, by 
that loss, I lost my dear son. No tidings from him yet, and 
he is probably among the slain in battle. Death has mown 
down many a loved one ; and among the slain my little girl 
Rosette has fallen, and is, -numbered with the silent dead. 
Oh, my scattered family! when will the day break, the 
morning dawn, the sun arise, and the clouds and shadows 
flee away ? Some are mourning for their fallen sons in bat- 
tle ; some for the loss of companions. 

Met once more my dear sister Bolls, from Whitefield, 
with whom I have associated in former times. Brother Ira 
is dead, and sister Bolls is left a lonely widow. 

Well, death reigns, and the people mourn ; wickedness 
abounds, and the love of many is 'waxing cold. Nations 
are angry, and the war-cry is sounding, " To arms ! to 
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arms ! prepare for the slaughter ! " Oh, when will th^ 
Prince of peace come, and put an end to strife, and death, 
and take to himself his great power, and reign ! , 

I take my leave of the friends on Sugar Hill, after hav- 
ing two evening meetings, and go on my way tired and 
weary, to find a dear sister, and rest for a while. 

I stop on my way, and hold meetings with the friends in 
Canaan, Danbury, Wilmot, and Sutton. Good friends, good 
meetings, good-by, and away to Sunnapee. Meet sister, 
with poor health, and tearful eyes. She had for months, 
been on the look-out for her wandering sister, and now she 
has come to spend a few weeks, for rest, and to cheer up 
her desponding friend, whose, only son and child has been 
in the army over two years. 

Cheer up, my detr sister, the Saviour's at hand ; 
He's coming in glory, to reign o'er our land ; 
The dark clouds may gather, but soon will be past; 
And in Eden's fair bowers you'll reign at the last. 

The war-cry is raging, and mothers do weep; 
The nations are angry, and there's no time to sleep ; 
Oh, then don thine armor, awake, and arise, — 
For Jesus, in glorj', will come in the skies ! 

Then turn thine eyes upward, have faith in thy Lord, 
And lean on his promise, for faithful his word ; 
He ne'er will forsake j'ou, nor leave you to fall, 
If you will but trust himj and on him now call. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

VISIT TO NEW LONDON, AND THE OLD HOMESTEAD — CON- 
CLUSION, &C. 

SABBATH, Maj 10th, held meeting in Sunnapee Hall ; 
spoke to a crowded audience of attentive listeners, thea 
rested for two weeks, which I very much needed. 

Saturday, May 16th. Brother and sister Clough went 
with me to New London, my birthplace, and old homestead. 
How many vivid recollections of past scenes were portrayed 
before my mind as I walked over those hills and valleys once 
more ! 

A meeting was appointed for me in the chapel at the cor- 
ner, near by the place where I went to school, and learned 
my ABC. Now, how changed. The old brown school- 
house is gone, the old red one moved away, and a nice new 
' one in its stead, painted white. My old school-mates were 
many of them dead ; some had grown old like myself; some 
had moved to other part& Teachers were dead, and new 
teachers and children had taken their places. New houses 
were built, and new people had come» and all is changed. . 
But the land stands the same, for the foundations of the 
earth can never be removed ; it has grown old, but it will 
stand forever. The old meeting-house remains, but changed 
(208) 
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to a boarding-house ; and, were it not for the old stone step, 
and the large pulpit-window in front, no one would recognize 
it as the " Old Baptist meeting-house." 

Sabbath came, and the people gathered for meeting. How 
many shall I recognize as my old acquaintances, school- 
mates and relatives, as I enter the house ? I knew some 
countenances, but many I could not call by their present 
name. Some cordial greetings, and I enter the chapel. 
Where am I ? Can it be that I am in my native town ? 
My dear sister waits upon me into the desk, and takes a seat 
with me, for which I felt very grateful. I sung, prayed, and 
talked, the best I knew. I warned my dear kindred of the 
approaching judgment, and the importance of living for God 
and not for the world ; " for the world passeth away and the 
fashion thereof." 

I had one brother in the place whom I had not met for 
' over nine years. I had not seen him, but thought likely he 
was in the house. When I arose to address the congrega- 
tion, I thought of my dear brother, and, as quick as thought, 
my eyes at a glance looked over the congregation for him ; 
and, away near the door, in the comer of the chapel, I saw 
him. I knew he was my own dear brother, white as his 
locks had grown since I saw him ; and, as I watched the 
falling tear, I knew he had a feeling heart. When our 
meeting was done, I made my way out of the house as soon 
as I could to find him. Our meeting was cordial after so 
many years of separation. He was careworn and sorrow- 
ful ; two of his dear sons had been in the army for many 
months ; and he, poor soul, was living like many others, be- 
tween hope and fear, wearing his life away. 

I dined with a cousin, and a dear aunt, — all the aunt I had 
on earth, — nearly eighty years old. I tarried for the night 
with my nephew's wife, whose husband is in the army. He 
18* 
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18 mj sister^s onlj darling boy. May Giod save him for his 
wife, and mother's sake ! 

I visited mj brother and son, and had a meeting in their 
neighborhood. 

Monday I went to the bmying-groond, to stand by the 
grave of my dear old father for the first time since his death. 
I went first to the house where he was sick and died. I sat 
down alone and wept He is gone, and I can no more see 
his white locks and ftirrowed face. I can no more hear his 
voice saying, " My daaghter, I am glad yon have come." 
Ah, no ! I hear not his voice, nor see his bent form. 

I make my way to the old church-yard, and in a few mo- 
ments I am standing by his grave, weeping and singing, in 
plaintive tones, — 

Farewell, dearest fiUher, and calm be thy rest 

In the stillness of that dreamless sleep; 
No grief can disturb thee, no sorrow molest, 

In thy chamber so silent and deep. 

I turned away, and went up to my old native hill, where 
I spent my youthful days of sixteen years. I tarried with a 
cousin and family over night, and in the morning I walked 
over to the once old brown, but now yellow, house. I gazed 
upon its roof, where once stood the old stationary windows ; • 
but they were gone ; rude hands had moved them away from 
their lofty position. No boasting now of preeminence. 'Tis 
too bad, — the old garret must be dark I will walk within 
those doors once more. Kind friends are there to bid me 
welcome ; but they are not my parents, brothers and sisters. 
Old people are there ; but not my aged grandmother. The 
same window shutters are there, but there's no grandmother 
to scold me for pushing them back. As I stood beside the 
bed where she slept, I thought of the time when! asked her 
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to forgive me for all my naughty actions to her ; I thought 
of her faltering voice, saying, " I forgive you all." I thought 
of the happiness I then felt, and it seemed almost as though 
the spirit of my grandmother was near me, and, as I stood 
by that bedside telling over the story of my confession to my 
dear old grandmother, I saw the tear drop from some who 
were listening. Peace be to thy slumbers, grandmother ! I 
passed out into the old kitchen ; 'tis there, but not the same 
long kitchen^ it has been parted off, and is much shorter than 
formerly. The big fire^place^ has never been torn away, but 
it is hid from my view. The old buttery is there, but a bed- 
room now. The cheese-room is there, but instead of its 
shelves filled with cheese, I find a bed, with a sick lady in it. 
I spoke a cheering word to her, and passed to the west room, 
where the only 'ornament was the high clock in the corner ; 
but it was gone. IsWent up into the old unfinished chamber, 
where I used to spin ; the middle of the chamber was the 
same as it was forty years ago ; but at each end was a bed- 
room, parted off. I looked for the name of the brother 
marked with chalk, forty or fifty years ago ; but the lady of 
the house had covered it over with paper. She told me that 
she saw it when she papered the room. I passed into the east 
room ; it was finished and painted. I entered the west 
chamber ; and no rude hands had disturbed its natural repose. 
It was the same as when my mother's old loom stood there ; 
and I almost saw the old mother sitting in it weaving, and 
singing to me Dr. Watts' dream, while I stood at the wheel 
quilling for her. The old fire-place was there ; the bare 
beams overhead could be seen ; the same old beams and 
braces in the corner ; the large windows were there, un- 
changed ; and, while I stood looking out upon the fields 
and lake Sunnapee, I felt almost as though carried back to my 
childhoods days. There was the name of my brother, in that 
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unfinished room, upon the ceiling where his bed used to 
stand ; that was marked, probably, fifty years ago ; and, 
rough as the old chamber looked, no room in the house 
looked better to me than that, I looked up in the old gar- 
ret, and it was dark there ; and, if it could have spoken, it 
would have cried out, " Bring my windows back, for I don't 
love darkness." 

I went to the old bam ; but it is higher and has grown 
larger. I looked out into the field ; and there stood the old 
apple-tree that is called by my name because I loved the 
apples so well. I looked for the Derrifield bushes ; but a 
rude axe had cut down the lovely grove, and the little knoll 
stood bare to the sun as if saying, I have no green foliage 
over, my head to shelter me from the heat, and no lovely- 
birds to sit and sing over my head. 

I looked for the old garden-fence ; but^ it was removed. 
No garden there now. Currant-bushes, rose-bushes, and 
lovely flowers, all gone, — passed away with sunny days. 
The bars were gone, and a wall was built in their stead ; 
But there was one faithful sentinel that marked the spot. It 
was the old gooseberry-bush. The old cherry-trees were 
dead, and new ones had grown up in their atead. Many of 
the old apple-trees had died, and none mourned their loss as 
the dear old settler would. 

I bade good-by to the old homestead once more, rejoicing 
that a home in the kingdom will last forever,, and the bloom- 
ing trees of Paradise will never die, and the lovely bowers 
of Eden will ever yield their green foliage, and its flowers 
will never fade. Old age will be unknown. No sickness 
blast ; no death divide ; no sorrow ever come. 

" Loved ones will meet, no more to part, 
In that pure Eden home.'* 
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And now my task is nearly done, and I will soon leave 
the reader to rest while I may still be wandering. 

My first chapter commenced with youthful days around 
the old homestead. I have carried your mind o'er moun- 
tains, hills, and vales, and the ocean's surging waves ; 
through sunshine and shade ; through death and mourning, 
sorrows, trials, and tears, until I have brought you back to 
the old homestead again. And here I will bid you adieu 
for the present, hoping my labor will not be lost in writing 
a sketch of my life and experience ; and earnestly do I 
pray that some one, if no more, may be benefited by its 
perusal, although it may be written in a coarse, homely style. 
And now my exhortation is to all, '^ Trust in the Lord^ do 
good^ and verily thou shalt be fed" 

I would give a word of caution to those who fear to sub- 
mit to God and obey him when opposition arises from a 
companion. Do not sell your souls to please an opposer to 
God and his truth. Your companions cannot save you; 
your opposing friends cannot save you ; none but God can 
save you in the coming ^ay. 

You have followed me in my religious experiengle, — read 
of my opposition, and the course I pursued ; you have seen 
^how God stood by me and led me through the deep waters, 
and no evil befel. me ; you have seen my perseverance, and 
followed me to the light and liberty of the gospel, and the 
joyful moment when God liberated my captive soul. I 
have tried to write them down ; but my pen fails to express 
them. I have endeavored to talk them ; but my feeble lips 
and tongue fail to utter them, — for 

"Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peace 
Of a soul in its earliest love." 
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You have seen the good effect my perseverance and joyful 
deliverance from sin had upon my husband ; how he sub- 
mitted to God and became a Christian, and lived and died a 
faithful man of God, and. now rests in hope of a glorious 
immortality. With what composurfe can I now stand by his 
grave and rejoice through my tears, and thank God's dear 
name that he gave me strength to persevere amidst opposi- 
tion ! for had I given up there, my husband might never 
have given his heart to God, but died in his sins. Then let 
me say again, for Jesus' sake, and your own souls' sake, 
don't give up because of opposition. 

A word to my dear sisters, who may feel they are called 
of God to go out and labor in his vineyard, but have not 
strength to yield on account of opposing influences. Sub- 
mit to God, let the consequence be what it may. God will 
take care of you and give his angels charge over you. Be 
sure and know what God requires, and then do it in his fear. 
What if some ministers do oppose, and say no feeble woman 
has a right to preach the gospel ? Don't mind that. Min- 
isters cannot save you ; and it is not they that call you, but 
the same God that calls them into the field to labor to save 
dying men. He knows best whom to call ; and happy are all 
those that obey and put their trust in him. 

And you, my dear brothers in* Christ, who ^ay feel a 
spirit of opposition against females preaching the gospel, put 
away that feeling ; for we need your sympathies and your 
prayers. You have an undoubted right to understand what 
God requires of you. That you feel is a great privilege ; 
and so it is. Grant, oh for Jesus' sake, grant us poor fe- 
males the same privilege ! and it is all we ask. In his name 
let us understand our duty, and pray God that we may do it 
in his fear. The harvest is great, and the faithful laborers 
are few ; and a female can preach salvation to sinners and 
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warn them of their danger as well as a brother, if God be 
with them and bid them go. And may you remember the 
cross is exceedingly great, and no feeble woman will go out 
and face a heaitless world alone, unless God be with her, 
and she knows what her duty is, as a general thing ; but 
there may be some exceptions. But she who is called of 
Grod will carry the evidence with her, like a Phebe, like a 
Priscilla, and a Chloe, and also a Mary, who was last at the 
cross and the first at the sepulchre, and from whose lips , 
first sounded out the glad tidings of a risen Saviour. Let 
me exhort you then, my beloved brethren, in the language 
of Paul, the great apostle to our Gentile world, Philippians 
iv. 3, " And I entreat thee, also, true yoke-fellow, help those 
women which labored with me in the gospel, with Clement 
also, and with other my fellow-laborers, whose names are in 
the Book of Life." 

A word to all. Christians, you have a work to do in the 
vineyard of the Lord, and none can do that work for you. 
And remember, except a man take up his cross and follow 
Christ, he cannot be his disciple. The time of great peril 
prevails everywhere ; iniquity is abounding, and the love of 
many has waxed cold. We are living in the end of this 
world's history and in the last stage of the church. The 
Laodicean state, lukewarmness, coldness, formality, and 
pride, is the order of the day in the church at the pres- 
ent time ; and, unless we keep our armor on, we shall surely 
be drawn into the whirlpool, and go down to destruction. 
Then let me warn you in the name of Christ, bear a living 
testimony fej,^ God everywhere. Don't be ashamed of 
Christ, aor of his precious words. The day of reckoning 
is near ; and you must answer in the judgment for the deeds 
done in the body. The Lord hath need of thee ; and thy 
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arduous work will nut be lione till thou ha>t gained l\iy 
crown. 

A word to the mourners, weeping mothers, and widows. 
These times are sad and dreary ; war has come ; death is 
prevailing ; companions and sons are falling, and tears are 
flowing. But Jesus lives, and lives for evermore. He 
beani your groans ; he sees your falling tears, and pities 
every sigh. Then look up ; cast thy buiden upon him ; for 
he careth for you, and will comfort you in all your affic- 
tions, and give you strength to bear them. You are not 
alone in your ^ighs and tears. Perplexity has come, and 
"men's hearts are failing them for fear, and for looking 
after those things that are coming on the earth." Trouble 
will come ; and it is already here and will increase ; and we 
cannot avoid it. God's word said )t would be so ; and it will 
be fulfilled. Thrones and kingdoms will totter on their 
basis, and finally fall to rise no more. Christ's kingdom 
will be established and stand forever. 

A time of trouble will come, such as never was since 
there was a nation, and all will be delivered out of it whose 
names are written in the Book of Life. Then look up, 
trust in him who has said, ^ As thy day is so shall thy 
strength be*^- Be sure that your names are in the Book of 
Life ; then let the winds blow, the clouds gather, the storm 
beat, the waves roar, and the muttering thunders in the dis- 
tance, tells the story that Armageddon's day rolls on. " Be 
still, and know that I am God," says the voice of inspira- 
tion. Our dear friends will die, and we cannot help it, how- 
ever much we love them ; and we mourn their loss, but it 
will not bring them back, by sinking under the load of sor-p 
row. Hear his word, ye widows, and let that cheer your 
desponding heart; for he has said, " / will be the widaw^s 
Godj and a father to the fatherless.** Then let that promise 
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cheer, and comfort you. Hope and trust, lean and pray, 
and all will be well. I have learned God's promises are 
sure, — blessed be his holy napie. Weeping mothers, " thy 
children shall come again from the land of the enemy." Let 
this hope sustain you in all your sorrows. A little while, 
and the redeemed of the Lord will return and come to Zion, 
with songs and everlasting joy upon their heads ; then the 
dark clouds will disperse, and sorrow and mourning will 
flee away. 

And now, careless sinners, what can I say to you ? Gos- 
pel sermons you have heard ; but you have rejected offered 
mercy, and the prayers and entreaties of your friends, and 
the servants of the Lord you have disregarded. Oh, but 
still Christ is pleading your case at the Father's right hand, 
and is waiting to be gracious. Oh, be wise, and seek the 
Lord before it is too late ! The last note of warning to a guilty 
world is now sounding ; Jesus still is pleading for you ; but 
soon, very soon he'll finish all his pleading, and come again ; 
then it will be too late for you to find pardon ; your doom 
wiU be sealed, and you lost. Then the gospel trump will 
cease sounding, and the watchman's work will be done, and 
they'll leave the walls of Zion. Jesus, having risen up, 
and shut the door, takes the throne of judgment, no more 
to be your advocate. No more prayers can be offered 
for you, and no warning voice given ; all is hushed ; the 
labor of the church is done. No more preaching, no more 
praying, no more pleading, no more weeping, over a doomed 
world ; your doom is sealed, your die is cast, and you're 
forever lost. A dark world then ; no light shining around 
you ; no hope of eternal life ; no offers of mercy. You may 
cry, but it will be in vain ; you may call, but God will 
not answer ; he will laugh at. your calamity, and mock when 
your fear cometh. You may knock at the door for entrance, 

10 
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bat 'tis closed against joa. God has shut the door, and no 
man can open it All is gone ; forever gone. Paradise is 
restored, and the tree of life is there ; but not for you to en- 
joj. No entrance there; no eternal life for 70U, and no 
meeting with loved friends who have died in the Lord, in 
' that happj E^en home ; no harps of gold for you ; no lovely 
walks in the streets c^ gold, in that beantifal city with its 
jasper walls and pearly gates ; no privilege of walking be- 
side life's cooling river, and drinking of its pellacid waters ; 
no listening to hear the warblings of the sweet songsters in 
the lovely groves of Eden ; the music of the angels, nor 
the triumphant songs of the redeemed host that will roll over 
those plains. Ah, no! aU is lost, forever lost! O sinner, 
backslider, all that is for you to enjoy, if you wilL Then 
come, — come, poor sinner, come now, quickly ; come, haste 
ere it be too late. Just as you are, come ; filthy and pol- 
luted. 

Come to the fonntaiD, opened fornncleaimess, 
JesuB inyittoyoa; Jesus invites yon. 



CHAPTER XV. 

DEATH OF MT MOTHER. 

HAVING finished a three months* tour in the State of 
Maine, I came to New Hampshire. Tarried a few 
days at Brother Clark's, on Badger Island, near the Ports- 
mouth Navy Yard. Held one evening meeting : sowed seed 
by the wayside, and hope it will not be lost. Attended 
prayer-meeting at Portsmouth ; a refreshing season, and 
then, away to the Lee Conference. A goodly gatherigs 
from adjoining towns, and a refreshing from the pres^ce of 
the Lord. Felt it a great privilege to be there. Strong 
faith in the nearness of our Lord's return made our meeting 
a glorious one, never to be forgotten. Saturday evening 
our meeting closed. The preaching brethren all left, and it 
was my lot to address the people. I took for my text, the 
last verse of Rev. vi., — " For the great day of his wrath is 
come, and who shall be able to stand." Showed from Scrip- 
ture who would and who would not be able to stand ; and 
never did I feel my subject more than while speaking that 
evening. And if that company are all lost in the coming 
day of God's wrath, their blood will not be found in the 
skirts of my garments. I am clear. Sinners were faithfully 
warned, and I leave the event with the Lord. 

(219) 
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One ni^ty on retiring to reA in mj chamber at brother i 

Davis's, I dreamed I w:» standing near an old building that \ 

was being taken down ; and, as I saw one part after another \ 

removed, I learned it was an old meeting-house that had 
stood there for manj years- It was very old, and was now 
being removed to another place. When I awoke and medi- 
tated upon my dream, I thought, ^ That old building is my 
mother: she may be sick and going to die." I wrote a 
letter to my sister in Lowell, and told her I had had a dream 
that caused me to fear our mother would live but a little 
while, and, if she was sick, to write me immediately, and I 
would come. I received no answer, and hastened on in my 
pilgrimage, making my way toward LowelL 

Stopped al Exeter a few days ; from thence to Haverhill, 
Mass., over the Sabbath, and then to LowelL Find my dear 
old mother as well as usual, to all appearance, and she cor- 
dially greeted me as formerly, with a kiss, saying, " Has my 
Abigail come once more ? " but oh, it was my mother's last 
greeting to her unworthy daughter ! I tarried with her a 
few days, and then left for Boston and Haverhill again, to 
fulfil my engagement one Sabbath more. 

Tuesday evening a letter comes. My mother is sick and 
insensible. Wednesday, Jan. 11th, at noon, I am on my 
way to Lowell, and soon find myself by the bedside of my 
sick and dying mother. I speak that loved name '^ Mother," . 
but no answer came, no kind greeting as formerly, " Has 
my daughter come?" Only with the wave of the hand 
uplifted toward my face, and a low plaintive moan, she 
seemed to say she knew it was Abby. It was too much for 
me to endure, and my tears flowed freely, feeling assured in 
a short time I should have to say, " I have no mother now ; " 
for the' old building was being taken down. In my journey- 
ings from place to place, I have never forgotten my godly 
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mother ; and knowing her age would noit permit a long tarry 
iu this world, my desire has ever been that I might be with 
her in her last sickness ; and this was granted me. My 
brother's wife had been very kind to her, and we wept togeth- 
er over our poor sick mother as though we were own sisters. 

I stood by my mother's dying bed most of the time until 
she breathed her last. 

She died Saturday morning, Jan. 14th, 1865, aged cinety- 
two years and four months. So the old building has fallen. 
Poor mother is dead, and I have no mother now, and her 
remains must be removed to yonder burying-ground. 

Monday morning, Jan. 1 6th, in company with my brother, 
the cars convey us with our mother's dead body to New 
London, where we meet friends to weep with us. Had 
funeral services at the house of a brother, and then we fol- 
low our last dear parent to the lone cemetery, and there 
deposited her in the cold, dark tomb by the side of my 
father, to rest till the trumpet of God shall awake them. 

Farewell, aged pilgrim mother I 
We on earth are left to mourn, 
But our hope of Jesus' coming 
Cheers our hearts amidst the gloom. 
Farewell, mother ! we shall never 
Heat thy voice on earth again ; 
But when Christ his saints shall gather, 
Thou wilt sing on Canaan's plains. 

My mother was a witness of the dark day, May 19th, 
1 780, — the first sign of Jesus' coming to this generation. 
She was then eight years of age, and, on that memorable day 
was 11^ the field -dropping corn with her father. Has often 
told me about the darkness that gathered over the land, and 
the solemnity of the people, and how the people left their 
fields, and the labors of the day, and retired to their houses ; 
and everything around, both in heaven above, and on the 
19* 
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THE FEMALE PREACHER'S DEFENCE. 

I am a weeping pilgrim, 

Bound for fair Beiilah's land, 
My Master he ha^ called me, 

To go with sword in hand ; 
I promised him I would obey. 

And boldly venture on, 
Not fearing to go in the way 

Where Christ my Lord has gone. 
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earth 1>eneath, appeared at midday as though night had f . 

really come. ^ f| 

She believed it was a fulfilment of that spoken by the |j 

Savicur as a sign of his coming, and the time was nearing jj 

when he would return again in the clouds of heaven, just as ji 

he went away. But she did not expect to live to see it, but 
expected a resurrection from the dead at his coming ; and 
thus, with this faith, mother has died. Praise the Lord, I 
shall meet her with all dear friends that have died in the 
Lord, on the other shore. 

MY MOTHEB's dream AT THE AGE Or NINETY-ONE YEABS. 

" In the visions of the night, when sleep was upon me, I 
saw before me a paper with these words written thereon. 
* Fear God, and keep his commandments. Love Christ, 
and follow his example. Seek religion. Do by others as 
you would have others do by you. Cheat no man. Lie not ; 
steal not ; and swear not at all ; but live in peace and love ; 
then thou wilt die in Christ, and live and dwell with God 
forever.' 

" As I read, I reached forth my hand to take the paper, 
which awoke me, and behold it was a dream. 

Hannah Messeb." 
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Ko human arm can close the door, 

For he has cleared the way, 
And promised to stand by me, 

And teach me what to say ; 
He*8 given me an armor, 

To shield me from all harm. 
And a light to shine upon my path 

As I do journey on. 

But some may say, *l Frail woman thou, — 

You had better keep at home, 
And live a quiet, peaceful life, 

No more the country roam/' 
I would, dear friend, but God has called, — 

I dare not disobey, — 
And he has promised me a crown 

That will not fade away. 

" But can't you have a crown of life, 

And settle down in ease ? ** 
No ! others fought, and so must I, — 

Not do as I may please. 
And yet Pm pleased to do God's will, 

He's been so kind to me. 
And promised, if I will obey. 

Hell keep my spirit free. 

" Biit don't yo* think you are foo bold, — 

Your calling have mistook ? 
We don't believe you ought to preach 

The sayings of God's book." 
Kind friends, I know I'm somewhat bold, 

But feel my Lord has called ; 
Upon his precious arm I lean, — 

He will not let me fall. 
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" But Paul has said it is a shame ; 

Females should not be heard, \ \ 

But ask their husbands at their homes, - 

And thus obey the Lord." 
Dear friends, I have no husband kind, 

To tell me what to do ; 
No home have I to settle down, 

Till earth is all made new. 



Please listen to Saint Paul yoursell, — 

Hear what the good man said ; 
I*m sure you ought to heed his word, — 

Oh, do not be afraid. 
Help females who are laboring hard 

To save their fellow-men ; 
They need your prayers and sympathies, — 

So help them when you can. 

In ancient times a Deborah, 

A faithful judge was she ; 
And Anna was a prophetess, 

Though widow she might be. 
A Phoebe, she was faithful, 

A servant of the church ; 
Priscilla and a Mary 

Helped the apostle much. 

A prophet through his telescope, 

Looked down the stream of time ; 
He spake the words God bid him say, — 

Oh, hear it all mankind I 
Grod said, when the last days should come. 

His Spirit he*d apply 
Unto his sons and daughters, • 

And they should prophesy. 



I 
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A part on me has fallen, — 

T feel the Lord is mine ; 
^ I love poor, careless sinners, 

And also all mankind. 
So rU blow the gospel trumpet, 

And some poor sinner call ; 
I'D tell them that my Saviour died, 

And freely, too, for all. 

I breathe the heavenly breezes. 

From the celestial shoi*e ; 
I taste the grapes of Canaan, 
. And daily ask for more. 
Oh, grace is freely given, 

My wants are all supplied ; 
ril serve my God forever, 

He surely will provide. 

And when my work is ended. 

And Jesus shall appear, 
To gather all his chosen, 

I'll meet him in the air. 
And when fair Eden Is restored, 

I hope with saints to sing, x 
And shout with loud hosannas, 

And make the welkin ring. 



A. MUSSBT. 
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WHAT I BELIEVE. 



I believe the Bible is the word of God, and will be liter- 
aUy fulfilled, and all the promises of God are yea and 
amen, to them that believe. 2 Tim. iii. 16. 
_ I believe this earth will be the abode of the saints after 

1^ the curse is removed, and Christ will reign King of kings, 
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and Lord of lords o'er all the earth ; for tlms saith his 
word. Matt. v. 5 ; Psalms, Ivii. 22. 

I believe the dead know not anything ; that they have 
no reward until Christ comes ; then they will live again and 
receive the reward of eternal life, no more to die. Eccl. 
ix. 5. 

I believe there will be a resurrection of the dead, both 
of the just and the unjust ; the righteous to everlasting life, 
and the wicked will be raised to shame and everlasting con- 
tempt Luke v. 28, 29. 

I believe the wicked will be punished with everlasting 
destruction, from the presence of the Lord and the glory of 
his power. 2 Thess. i. 2. 

I believe we are living in the perils of the last days, 
when there are many, very many more professed Christians 
that are lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God. 2 
Tim. iii. 

I believe the true Church of Christ is not in daricness 
that the day of the Lord should overtake her as a thief in 
the night 1. Thess. v. 5. 

I believe the signs he has given, that should precede his 
coming, are nearly all in the past, and the last one of the 
seven is now being fulfilled before our eyes. Luke xxi. 
25, 26. 

I believe the sun has been darkened, the moon also, and 
the stars have fallen from heaven, and the powers of heaven 
are now being shaken, causing the distress, perplexity, fail- 
ing of hearts, and great fear. Matt. xxiv. 28. 

I believe the cry that is now sounding through the world, 
'* Behold, the bridegroom cometh ! " is of GoJ, and should be 
believed. ]VLv.tt. xxv. 6. 

I believe the watchnren are giving the time of night, and 
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the night is far spent, and the day is at hand ; the mom of 
Zion's deliverance. Is A. Ixi. 67. 

I believe the world and the professed church of God are 
wrapt in profound slumbers on this all-important subject ; 
and unless they arouse from their stupidity, it will come 
upon them as a thief and a snare. Rev. iii. 3. 

I believe it is our duty to watch, lest coming suddenly, he 
find us in a careless state, as it was in the days of Noah. 
Mark xiii. 36. 

I believe he will give a ci-own of life, when he comes, to 
all them that love his appearing. 2 Tim. vii. 8. 

And finally, I do sincerely believe that unto them that 
look for him, he will appear the second time, without sin 
uriio Falvation. Amen. Even so come. Lord Jesus. Heb. 
ix. 11. Rev. xxii. 20. 
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